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X HE drift of these letters i$, to impres the notiofl 
of the soul^s immortality ) without whichi all yir< 
tue and religtoiii with their temporal and eternal 
good consequencesi must fall to the ground. 

Some, who pretend to have no scruples about tli^ 
being of a God, have yet their doubts about their 
own eternal existencei though valuable authors Sk 
bound in Christian and moral proofs of iu 



But since no means should be left unattemptelj 
in a point of such importance, I hope endeavour*^ 
tng to make the mind familiar with the thought! 
of our future existence, and contract, as it werd 
unawares, an habitual persuasion of it, by writinglf 
built on that foundation, and addressed to the af- 
fections and imagination, will not be thought in>J 
proper, either as a doctrine, or amusement : A^* 
musement, for which the world makes by far tbc^ 
largest demand *, and which, generally epeaking, i§^ 
nothing but an art of forgetting that immortalityij 
the firm belief and advantageous contemplation of 
which this amusement would recommend. 
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■ Dr rOUNG. 

design in this dedication, but to express my 
for the pleasure and advantage I have receiv- 
your poem on the Last Judgment, and the Pa- 
on part of the Book of Job* 

uthor of these Letters is above any view of 
and can have no prospect of reputation, resolv^ 
concealed • But if they prove a serious enter ^ 
to persons whose leisure-hours are not always 

'y employed^ the end is fully answer ed* 

realest infidel must own, there is at hast as 
ibability in this scheme ^ as in that of the Fairy 
which, however visionary^, are seme of them 
id entertaining^ 

I am^ 

SIR, 

Xour most humble servant, ii^c. 
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X HE drift of these letters i$, to imp 
of the soul's immortality \ without v 
toe and reli^on, with their temporal 
good consequencesi must fall to the { 

Some, who pretend to have no scru 
being of a God, have yet their doubt: 
own eternal existencei though valual 
4xmnd in Christian and moral proofs 

But rince no means should be left 
in a point of such importance, I hop 
ing to make the mind familiar with 
of our future existencCi and contraci 
unawares, an habitual persuasion of i 
built on that foundation, and address 
fections and imagination, will not be 
proper, either as a doctrine, or ami 
musement, for which the world male* 
largest demand ; and which, general! 
nothing but an art of forgetting that 
the firm belief and advantageous con 
which this amusement would rccomi 



LETTERS 

FROM THE 

DEAD TO THE LIVING. 

•LETTER L 

Uhe Ear! of R* "^ * *, from Mr '^ '^ * *, wbohcd 
promised to appear to him after bis death* 

r . 

- HIS will find you, my Lord, confirmed in your 
fidelity by your late disappointment. It was not 
my power to give you the evidence of a future 
ite which you desired, and I had rashly promised ; 
It fmce this engagement was a secret to every mor- 
Ibut ourselves, you must be assured that this comes 
)m your deceased friend, whose friendship, you 
r, has reached beyond the grave* 
In my last sickness we fixed on the time and place 
my appearance ; you was punctual to the appoint- 
!nt : for though I was not permitted to make my- 
f visible, I had the defire to know if you had the 
lolution to attend the solemnity of a visit from the 
»d. The hour was come, the clock from a neigh- 
uring steeple struck one^ no human voice was 
ard to break the awful silence ; the moon and 
rs shone clear in their midnight splendour, and 
mmcred through the trees, which, in loft^ lov^^^ 



^ TETTERS 

led to the centre of a grore where I was er 
to meet you. 

I saw you enter the walks with a careless 
dttlous JLUTi not the least concern or expectati 
peared in your looks ; as if you came there c 
regard to your own word, and a sort of resf 
my memory : howevery the calmness of the 
induced you to walk till the morning began to 
when you retired, singing an idle song you h 
out of the Fairy V[du. By the gaiety of your t 
you seemed pleasedj my Lord, with a new 
agatnist aiiature life, and happy to find yours 
you concluded) on a level with the beasts th 
fish. -A glorious advantage ! and worthy o 
triumph ! 

But we have so often discoursed on this si 
that I would not tire you with the repetition < 
thing past ; only once more, to make way tc 
reason, by moving your passions, in recollectii 
manner of your brother's death, which was all 
monstration of the immortality of the soul, a 
what heights of fortitude that prospect could 
the heart of man, at the hour of terror, and i 
jaws of Death* 

With what a ready composure did he endu 
violence of his distemper! with what convictio 
full assurance expect the reward of his piety ! 
what calmness, with what a graceful resign; 
4id he j^eceive the sentence of deathi when.( 
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importttnity) the physiciant toldfaim diere were no 
liopes of his recorery ! '* Then I have but a few 
weary steps,** he vepliedi ** and the journey of life 
viU be finished." 

This was not a time for affectation ; all was opea 
trndisseaibled goodness, and a true greatness of 
mind : nothing else could hare supported him^ when 
every ckcumstance ^f life conspked to allure him 
back to Ufci to deepen the shadows of the graTe^ 
and make the King of Terrors more terrible. 

There was not, my Lord, among the race of men» 

a aiore lonely and agreeable person than your bro* 

ther; his marriage was just concluded with the 

dutraiing Cieora, he had just finished a noble seat 

and fine gardens to receive her. When h« was neat 

^th (he came, at his requeft, to take a last and sad 

farewell ; angels might have sorrowed to see tears 

: ia the brightest eyes on earth, while her tenderness 

for him would have disguised her anguish : this, 

lith the fight of a fond young sister fainting in her 

woman's arms, your aged father sitting near, silent 

and stupid with his grief : what could support the 

[ mind of man in such complicated distress ? The ac- 

■ complished youth, who had all that was gentle and 

I bamane in his disposition, must hare betrayed some 

[ weakness, if he had not been assisted by a power su- 

^ pcrior to nature* But how equal, how steady, wa« 

^ mind ' how becoming, how graceful, his whole 

l>chaYiour ! never was the laftj che closing, ^jwV dt 

A 2 
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life performed with mopc decency and p^anc 
his reason was clear and elevated, and his v 
were the very language of immortality, and ex 
at the same time both pity and envy in those 
w^rc near him. 

When the cold sweats hung on his brows, 
his breath and speech failed, joy struggled thr 
the decay of Nature, and a heavenly smile sat o 
face ; a smile that at once compelled our tearsj 
accused us of weakness in them. 

You, my Lord, attended him to the last moi 
of life ; and, when I pressed this argument of 
ture state, you confessed, that though you tho 
religion a delufion, it was the most agreeable < 
sion in the world *, and that men who flattered tl 
selves with those gay vifions had much the ac! 
tage of those that saw nothing before them I 
gloomy uncertainty, or the dreadful hope of ai 
nihilation* 

From this uncertainty I was very solicitoi 
draw you, while I was in a mortal state ; but I 
now a more ardent defire to convince you, th< 
I cannot obtain the permission to give you that 
dencc you requested : however, this letter ma 
tisfy you that I am in a state of existence ; n( 
an apparition from the Dead a greater miracle 
a variety of objects that daily surround you, 
owe the loss of their efFcft to your familiarity 
them. 
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spy minds in this superior state arc still con- 
l for the welfare of mortals> and make a thou* 
:ind visits to their friends ; to whom, if the 
►f the immaterial worlds did not forbid, it 
be easy to make themselves visible, by the 
lour of their own vehicles, and the command 
ave on the powers of material things and the 
> of light : it often seems a miracle to us that 
a not perceive us *, for we are not absent from 
y places y but by the different condition of the 
we are in. 

u will find this in your closet, and may be as- 
it conies from 

Your constant 

And immoital friend, 

Clerimokt. 



LETTER ir. 

a Gentleman who died at Conjiantinop/e, to his 
d in England^ gi'^i^g him an account of his death. 

I not hearing from me, my dear Bcville, has 
you too many dismal apprehensions about the 
er of my death ; and the engagements of a 
ous friendship, which are not extinguished 
the breath of life, oblige me to give you this 
iftioa. 

^3 
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I made a longer stay at Gmstant 
intended, and there it pleased Heaver 
rengn my life, whichi for some mom 
dectinedy but without any violent of 
der, or indeed the least apprehension 
temper was fatal : but my days wei 
and when the destined hour drew neai 
less night I rose with the sun ; and, s 
been so ill as to confine myself, I soi 
freshment in one of those delicious g 
dorn the shores of the Bosphorus. 

After a short walk 1 found my s 
and, retiring to a cypress shade, I thre 
flowery bank for fome refreshment : 
ber soon closed my eyes, which was 
by what I then thought an imagin 
voice perfe£lly resembled the charm: 
whose death, you know, was the oc 
travels. I was now perfectly awake 
to hear the gentle summons again 
lad neither strength to rise, nor po^ 
abtance : an icy coldness stopped the 
and after a little struggle, my spirit g 
ti 9f its clay \ the curtain fell, an 
world appeared. The firft gentle s 
corned me to these new regions was 
meria ; but how dazzling I how div 
Stacy was in her eyes, and inezpressi 
every smile I her mien and aspect 
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propitious than ever was feigned by poets of their 
goddess of Beauty and Love : what was airy ^€tioa 
iberiy was hen all transporting reality. With an 
inimitable grace she received me in to her etherial 
chariot, which was sparkling sapphire studded with 
gold ; it rolled with a spontaneous motion along 
the heavenly plains, and stoj^^ed at the Morning 
Star, our destined habitation.. But how shall 1 de- 
scribe this fair, thh fragrant, this enchanting land 
of Love ! the dele£)rable vales and flowery lawns^ 
the myrtles shades and rosy bowers v the bright cas- 
cades and crystal rivulets rolling over orient pearls 
and sands of gold, which here spread dieir silent 
waves into broad transparent lakes, smooth as the 
face of Heaven, and there break with rapid force 
through arching rocks of diamond and purple ame- 
thyst ; plants of immortal verdure creep up the 
sparkling cliffs, and adorn the prospeft wldi un-^ 
. speakable variety*^ 

O, mj Beviiic ! could I lead you through the 
luxurious bowers and soft recesses where Fleasurd^ 
keeps its eternal festivals, and revels with guiltiest 
and unmolested freedom ! whatever can raise de- 
sire, whatever can give delight, whatever can satis- 
fy the soul in all the boundless capacities of joy, is 
found here ! every wish is replenished with full 
draughts of vital pleasure, such as elevate angelic 
minds, and gratify the noblest faculties of immor- 
tal spirits. Oh, Beville ! m^ Mmt.\\». v\ 'i^ xb^^^ 
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superior to her former self here as I thought her 
superior to the rest of her sex upon earth. 

Altamont» 



LETTER III. 

Ife the Countess qf** * *ifrom her only/on^ who died 
when be was two years old 

Your grief is an allay to my happiness : the onlj( 
sentiment my infant state was conscious of was a 
fondness for you, which was then pure instin£); and 
natural sympathy, but is now gratitude and filial 
afFe£Uon. As soon as my spirit was released from: 
its uneasy confmement, I found myself an a£tive 
and reasonable being ; I was transported at the ad- 
vantage and superior manner of my existence : the 
first refledlion I made was on my lovely benefac- 
tor, for I knew you in that relation in my infant 
state \ but I was surprised to see you weeping o- 
ver tlie little breathless form from which I thought 
myself so happily delivered, as if you had lamented ' 
my escape. The fair proportion, the agility, the 
splendor, of the new vehicle that my spirit now in- 
formed was so blessed an exchange, that I wonder- 
ed at your grief ; for I was so little acquainted 
with the difference of material and immaterial bo- 
dies, that I thought myself as visible to your sight 
as you was to mine. I was exceedingly moved at 
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r tears> but was ignorant why, unless because ^ 
r's was the most beautiful face, ncxi tny guar- '^^ 
I angel's^ I had ever seen ; and that you re- ^' 
bled some of the gay forms that used to rec^- i^^ 
my guiltless slumbers, and smile on me in gcri^- 
Ircams : I was then ignorant of your maternal 
tion to me, but remembered that you had beenisr J^' 
refuge in all the little distresses of which I had **■ "* 

a faint notion. I left you unwillingly in the 
;ht of your calamity, to follow my radiant guide 

place of tranquillity and joy, where I met thou- 
is of happy spirits of my own order, who in- 
ned me of the history of my native world, fon 
>se inhabitants I have a peculiar benevolence, 

cannot help interesting myself in their wel- 
: : but as I never discerned between good and 
, nor experienced the motives that governed the 
: of men, I am, I confess, astonished at their 
du£l, and find their joys and sorrows to be all 
nge and unaccountable. I have made visits to 
lower world since my decease ; the first that I 
le was from a tender concern to know if you 
\ satisfied with the disposal of Heaven in my 
y fate ; but I was surprised to find, after sever- 
months were past, your grief oppressed every 
ught, and clouded all the joys of your life^ 
ich made me very inquisitive into my own his- 
^ I asked the Celestial who was your atcend- 
why I was so much lamented, and ot >Nlaax<;^i5cw 
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sequence my life would have been to the publico^ 
my own family, fliice those fair eyes were yet 
drowned in tears for one that had made such 9 
short and insignificant appearance below ? Ai fot 
the public, the gentle minister told me, there was 
a haeard I might have proved a blessing or corse; 
but that I was the only hope of an illustrious b^ 
mily, and heir to a vast estate and distinguished 
title ', and pointing to a coat of arms, told me tbs^ 
was the badge of my dignity ; the noble seat we 
had in view, with the gardens, fields, the woods 
and parks that surrounded it, were all my entaiU 
ed possession. A goodly possession ! I replied, and 
proper for the four-footed animals that I behold 
feeding on the verdant pasture ! but of what use 
these fields and woods had been ta one that had 
an immortal spirit I cannot conceive *, and for a 
title, what happiness could an airy syllable, an 
empty sound, bring with it ? The coat of arms I 
took for such a toy, that if burlesque had not been 
beneath the dignity of an angel, I should have 
thought the mentioning it a ridicule on mortfJ 
men. I cannot conceive wherein the charm, the 
gratification^ of these things consist : if I were pos- 
sessed of the whole earthly globe, what use could 
I nuke of this gross element, the dregs of the cre« 
•lion I I have no dependance on water, or fire, or 
tarth| or air ; it is unintelligible to me that hillsp 
Ml vaUiesi trees and riverS| the mines and ca- 
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vcrng under their feet^ any more than the clouds 
that fly over their heads^ should be the wealth of 
reasonable creatures \ they may keep their posses- 
sions unemried by me ; I am glad I did not live 
long enou^ to make so wrong a judgment, nor to 
acquire a relish for such low enjoyments* I am 
80 little concerned for the loss of such an inheri- 
tance, that if the Black Prince of the airy regions 
claimed my share, I would not dispute his titlCj 
though he is my aversion and your foe. 

So superior. Madam, are my present circum- 
stances to that of the greatest monarch under the 
sun, that all earthly grandeur is pageantry and 
farce compared to the real, the innate, dignity which 
I now possess. I am advanced to celestial glory, 
and triumph in the heights of immortal life and 
pleasure, whence pity falls on the kings of the 
earth. 

If you could conceive my happiness, instead of 
the mournful solemnity with which you interred 
me, you would have celebrated my funeral rites 
with. songs and festivals. Instead of the thought* 
less thing you lately smiled on and carressed, I am 
now in the perfcftion of my being, in the eleva- 
tion of reason. Instead of a little extent of land, 
and the propriety of so much space to breathe in, 
I tread the starry pavement, make the circuit of 
the skies, and breathe the air of paradise. I am 
sccwc of eternal duration, and indcptiidttil \»>^x. 
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on the Almighty, whom I lo\'C and adore^ as tk 
fountain of my being and blessedness. 

Pardon me. Madam, it is you' now seem the 
infant, and I repay you that superior regard anl 
tenderness which you lately bestowed on me. 

Nakcissus* ■ 



LETTER IV. 

To v:y Lord * * * *, from a young lady who tut/ m 
a convent at Florence* ' 

My Lord, finding materials In your closet, I took 
the opportunity of your absence, to give you this 
intelligence of my death. The hand will convince 
you that it comes from your once loved Ethelinda. 
I lived but a few weeks after you left Italy ; such 
was the excess of my grief, though a stti£k modes- 
ty still forced me to conceal my unhappy paOioa 
from the most intimate companions I had. After 
I had discovered it to you, I durst confess the guilty: 
secret to none but the compassionate and forgiving 
Powers above, who assisted my weakness, and con- 
firmed my resolution, never to comply with any of 
these schemes you proposed to free me from my 
confinement. You had, indeed, convinced me that 
the vows I had made were rash and uncommanded I 
but; oh ! it was past \ saints and angels beard it^, 
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tSc all- seeing skies were invoked to witness the 
chaste engagement > it was sealed above, and en- 
tered in the records of Heaven. Thus hopeless 
was my passion ! Perjury and sacrilege stood in all 
their horrors before me, ruin and eternal perdition 
were betwiKt us : and yet that I loved you, my 
Lord, I had too often subscribed to that soft con- 
fession to leave you any doubt of it ; nor was the 
tender frailty without excuse, if all the merit man 
could boast, if every grace that Nature could give, 
or gentle Art improve, deserved distindion ; it had 
been a crime to have been insensible in any circum- 
stance but mine. — Strange circumstance ! that could 
make it virtue to look coldly on you. 

There was the emphasis of my misery, mine was 
a heart devoted to superior ardours, and sacred to 
Heaven alone ; that Heaven, which is my impartial 
judge and witness how sincerely I strove to blot you 
from my soul. But neither reason, nor the nicest 
sense of honour, nor even devotion, could assist 
me ; still you returned on my imagination trium- 
phant in all your charms : hopeless of the con quests 
I gave myscHF up to grief and despair, resolving 
never to attempt my escape from the holy retreat 
to which my vows had confined me, biK rather to 
fall a vi£Vim to the sacred names of Chastity and 
Truth. Heaven accepted the sacrifice, and Death^ 
my kind deliverer, at once released me from mise- 
ry and mortality 3 the crystal £;xtc^ o^^y^^^ "iw v^'v^ 
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doiu entrsmcei and the Uest immortals recc 
me into the mansion of Life and Bliss. 

Whatever was feigned of Elysian Fieldsi 
Cjprian {proves^ is here without delusion surpas 
these are the imperial seats> the native domini 
of Love ^ here his holy torch flamed out with 
pitious splendour, and his golden shafts are di| 
immortal joys ; here are no vows that tear us i 
our wishes, no confli£% betwixt Passion and Vii 
what we like we admire, what we admire we ei 
not is it more our happiness than commends 
10 to do. 

That unhappy passion which was my ton 
and crime, is now my glory and boast ; not 
selfish or irregular, nothing that needs restraii 
disguise, mingles with the noble ardour ; it 
calm and bAieficent, becoming the dignity of 
son, and the grandeur of an immortal mind, 
is as lasting as its essence ; when the lamps of '. 
yen are quenched, when the sun has burnt ot 
splendour, this divine principle shall shine witl 
diminished lustre, the joy and triumph of the 
venly nations. I'he substance of love, my 1 
dwells in Heavenj its shadow only is to be f< 
upon earth* 

EtH£LI> 
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LETTER V. 

Ti ♦ » ♦ » 

'ou rememberi as we were, on a clear summer 
rening, gazing on the beauty of the stars^ I pro- 
lisedy if you survived me, to give you an account 
f the planetary worlds, and their inhabitants; 

have not made half the tour of the skies, but 
rill, if I can, describe to you the last of these no« 
elties in which I entertained myself* It was in 

region immense spaces distant from that system 
irhich is enlightened by your sun, and created 
lumberless ages before the foundation of the earth 
irere laid \ and the measure thereof described be- 
ore the Day-spring knew its place, and the bounds 
f Darkness were determined 5 beforg Man was 
brmed of the ground, and the Almighty breathed 
nto him a living soul *, an unmeasurable duration 
lefore this the unlimited Creator had made and 
peopled millions of glorious worlds. The inhabit- 
ants of this which I qm describing, stood their 
probation, and are confirmed in their original rcc- 
itude, but will never be admitted into the em- 
pyrean Heaven, being incapable of that supreme 
legree of happiness which angels and the spirits 
»f just men attain 5 howe ver, they are exempt from 
11 evil, blessed to the height of their faculties and 
onccptions, and are privileged with immortality. 
Their residence may propeil^ be <;^>ift\ ^icw^'^isw 
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chanted World •, whatever you have heard fablsd 
of Fairy scenes, of vocal groves, and palaces rising 
to magic sounds, is all real here, and performed 
by the easy and natural operations of thq^e z&in 
spirits. I have in an instant seen palaces ascend 
to a majestic height, sparkling as the stars, and 
transparent as the unclouded ether : I might de- 
scribe them like the courtly Prophet ; " Their walls 
*' were with fair colours, their foundations sapphiiet 
** the windows of agate, and the gates of car- 
•* buncle." Their materials here are all glitter* 
ing and refined^ not like the earthly globe, dark 
and heavy. These etherials are the nicest judges 
of symmetry and proportion ; and, by the disposip 
tion of light and shade, and the mixture of a thou« 
sand dazzling colours, form the most charming 
prospects : they have such a command and know« 
ledge of the powers of Nature, that in an instant 
tliey raise a variety of sylvan scenes, and carry 
the pLTspeftivc through verdant avenues and flow- 
ery walks to an unmeasurable length ; while living 
fountains cast up their filver spouts, and form 
glittering arches among the trees, of growth and 
verdure not to be expressed. 

They are acquainted with all the utmpft my* 
flcries of sound, and are possessed with the very 
soul of Harmony: Art is theirs in all its changing 
notes, its blandishments and graces ; whatever 
Nature can boast in her wild licentious charms it 
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governed by them ; the winding vales, die streams 
ajid groves, breathe mufic at their command : 
the nightingale and dying swan seem to complain 
to gentle zephyrs whispering through the tree?, 
while a thousand airy songsters warble to the mea- 
sured fall of high cascades ; which, by intervals, 
finking into a deep Clence, after a graceful pause, 
shjuU recorders and filver trumpets sound, while 
harmless thunders roll above, and break with a 
glorious solemnity : still the Wissful tempest rises, 
and swells the mind to sacred grandeur and se- 
raphic elevation, -till subdued and melted into soft- 
ness by the melody of tuneful reeds, warbling lute?, 
and sweet enchanting voices of the Lydian strain. 
The language of this charming region is perfeft- 
\j mufical and elegant, and becoming the fair in- 
habitants, who are fresh and roe y as the opening 
morning, clear as the meridian light, and fragrant 
as the breath of jessamin or new-blown roses. Hovr 
cxquifitely-proportioned their shapes i their aspeft 
how transporting ! how gentle, how charming, be- 
yond a:H the race of mortal men ! never did the 
eyelids of the morning open on such perfe6tion ; 
never did the sun, since first it journeyed through 
the skies, behold such beauty, nor can human 
fancy, in its most inspired flights, conceive such 

amiable wonders. 

Perhaps, in all my planetary rambles, I shall 

not be able to gjve you an account of -Mx^j cJ%?^^ 

K/um^ I. B 
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mere surprising : but while I am permitted I dudl 
continue my intelligence to the most agreeaUe 
friend 1 had on earth •, and, be assured, when y«r 
are released from mortality, you will meet, in spits 
of distance of time and place, (those mortal foe» 
to love upon earth,) 

Your constant znd unchanged 

JUMXUSir 



I 



LETTER VI. 

y-^ * * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

My dear sister, though the engagements of Na- 
ture are cancelled, the superior obligations of 
Virtue remain in their full force. You have been 
faithful to my memory, and the strift rules of 
piety, though it has proved of fatal consequence 
to the unhappy man who was lately my husbandi 
and, by that relation, a brother to you. Wth 
inw.trd grief and compafiion I saw the guilty in* 
Cilnation, but never uttered the least complaint| 
nor gave him one uneasy moment. I knew your 
mind as faultless as your form, and saw you go* 
virrncd in al! your condudl by conscious Honour 
and unblemished Virtue i Envy itself could not 
have reproached you with the least deviation from 
moJeay and truth i nor was the pro.Tiise I would 
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• extorted from the guilty youth on my death- 
the effe£t of jealousy, but a kind design ta 
um hini| and free you from his importunity^, 
could have engaged him, as I desired, not 
onverse with you after my decease j but he 

(incere enough to refuse me ; and, as soon al- 
ight formality would suffer him, he pursued his 
rstuous passion. Your obstinate repulses have 
ast the tragical tScSX I expefbd. From the mo- 
lt that hs heard the day of your marriage with 
illustrious Montandte was set, he resolved on 
unnatural fadl ; and never was self'- murder 
formed in a more calm and delilj^erate manner : 
ipent part of the evening with two of his friends, 
1 of wit and learning , his discourse with them 
, all intended to prove the right a man has tO' 
)Ose of his life, and put an end to his being, 
•n it v/as mthcr his burthen than happiness. 
returned to his house in a more early hour 
Q usual, an^l, retiring to his chamber, called 

a young and only daughter that I had left 
I. Taking her in his arms, while the lovely 
uit smiled on him, tears dropped from his eyes : 
.en he would have blessed it, the unbelieving 
yer faultered on his tongue ; and, delivering the 
Id to its nurse, he ordered his servants to deny 
1 to all company. As soon as he was alone he 
)tc diat moving letter which you received ; whea 
had finished and sealed it, he took 2k L\3^<;i^- 
B z 
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tlus from the table, and read and paused by 
tervals ; at last, looking on his watch, just at / 
he fastened his chamber-door, and drew "his swo 
repeating the following lines, which I wish I 
never been writ, as, I assure you, d'oea the aiul 
of them too : 



-Here's a qui A relief 



To all thy vain imaginary grief ! 
For thou shalt sleep, and never wake again. 
And, quitting life, shalt quit thy living pain ; 
The worst that can befal thee, measured right, 
U a sound slumber, and a long good night. 

Then direfting the point esadly to his hca 
he fell on his sword, and immediately expir< 
and left a tender orphan friendless and cxpo» 
This is the motive of my writing to you, chat j 
would take the charge of her education, and p 
tea her infant innocence. Be sure to perfo 
this generous cfEce, as you would prosper, and 
yourself protedled in any of the calamities of 1 
man life. By dedring you to make all possi 
provision for her happiness, I present you with 
opportunity of promoting your own, 

Amahdj 



LETTER VII. 

» » ♦ ♦» 



My dear Emilia, it will be impossible for ixic 
give you the intelligence I promised from the i 
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Vifible regions, unless I could translate the lan- 
guage of Paradise into that of mortals : for here 
are a thousand beauties unrevealed, and a thou- 
sand delights unnamed, among the race of men ; 
we drink at the fountain-head of happiness, and 
bathe in the rivers of immortal pleasure j the 
sprightly Hours dance along, crowned with love 
and unutterable ecstasy. 

You were witness to my dying agony ; I saw 
your last kind tears, and gave up my breath in 
your arms. But how changed was the scene in a 
moment ! from the gloom and horror of a death- 
bed to the smiles and songs of angels, who con- 
dufled me to the ethereal heights 1 a thousand 
dazzling wonders met my view j the Heavens in 
pomp unfolded their glories ; the Paradise of God 
opened before me in all its blissful and transport- 
ing scenes I the happy Grove stood crowned with 
unfading verdue v the lucid Currents danced along 
over sands of gold ; the charming Bowers display- 
ed their ever blooming pride, and breathed am- 
brofia ; the Palaces of the heavenly Powers ascen- 
ded with exquisite magnificence, sparkling far be- 
yond all the glories of the lower skies, and re- 
sounding with the voice of Festivity and joy. 

The first gentle spirit {hat welcomed me to these 
happy mansions was your charming brother, gay 
as the Cherubin ^ the heavenly Loves and Graces 
triumphed in all hi:s form^ vital Plc^vxt^ 4'^'c^^*^ 
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in his eye^ Life and cdestial Bloom eat smlllitgoir 

Jiis face, a wreath of unf;dding flowers circlet! lii# 
head, and a golden Jute wa$ in his hand, whose 
harmon^j joined to bis tneltiDg voice, far surpsi* 
sed all desciipdon. That tender innocent passimi I ( 
I had long conceived for him kindkd at the fir^t | 
inteTview, and has taken eteroal possession of my 
souL 

But how shall I make you sensible of what an 
2nger& flowing 6ongj in ati the pomp of heavenly 
harxrony, would not fully deecribe ! in what fi- 
gures of celestial eloquence shall I relate the lovci 
of immortal spirits ; or tell you tlie height, the 
^^tenrj the fulnesst of their bliss ! AU the soft en- 
gage men t5 on Cfirthj the tender sympathies, anJ 
the most holy union that Nature knows, are hut 
faint similitudes for th<j sanftity and grandeur of 
these divine enjoyments ; hope and languishing 
expectation are no more, and all dcfjfc is lost in 
full and complete fruition : Love reigns in eter- 
nal triu mph, here it governs every heart, and dwells 
on eve 17 tongue : 

They tuoe their goUen haqis lo the g^e^t name 
Of L.Ci¥e, inunortaL Lore, ihcir dadiuj^ th«me ; 
TeD thou sand echoes thiougli the Uj^bUoitie pkilM 
Repeat the clear, the sweet, mclodimta stfaiiifl t 
The Heidi rejoice, the fm^rant groves amund 
PIof9ofti afrrih at tiictr enchanting jiotjnd J 
The h^a^'o of heavens, fium dtzzlmg h-jg-htstibave. 
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But, oh ! when the fair face of eternal Love utt- 
iritis its original glories, and appears in the per- 
fe£i:ion of uncreated Beauty, how wondrous, how 
inefFable, the vision ! fulness of joy is in his pre- 
sence, rapture and inexpressible ecstasy : the fair- 
est seraph stops his lute, and, with a graceful 
pause, confesses the subjeft too great for his most 
exalted strain. How impetuously do the streams 
of immortal joy roll in, and enlarge the faculties 
of cvety heavenly mind 1 

Ye sacred Mysteries, unrevealed to men ; ye 
Glories, unprofaned by mortal eyes, forgive the 
bold attempt that would describe you ! — ^The only 
description that mortals can conceive of you is, 
&at yott are not to be described. 

Delia. 



LETTER VIIL 

To • * • * * 

When you had just made me happy, and reward- 
ed the most tender passion in the world v'lth the 
possession of your charms, I was compelled to make 
a voyage to Spain : you saw the inward struggle of 
my soul, and that I must suffer the anguish of death 
in leaving you, when you surprised me with the un- 
cxpcfted generous offer to follow me througjti ;i.ll 
B4 
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the dangers of the seas. Charmed with the propo^ 
sa], I took you at your word, and rashly ¥enture4 
my darling treasure to the hazards of a voyage. I 
lost my life in your defence against an Algerine 
Corsair ; the cause was jrust» and met with its ap- 
probation in the seats of Peace and Happiness; fof 
my own lot, I could not wish it more advantageous^ 
and for your's, such virtue in distress will be the 
peculiar care of Heaven. Fhe Barbarian, that made 
you his prize, treated you with an unaccustomed 
gentleness -, nor has the illustrious Bassa» that ran* 
somed you out of his power at an immense price^ 
given you the least occasion of reproach : in the 
height of his passion he has always observed evea 
the sanctity of the Chriiitian rules, and treated you 
widi a submission very different from the princi- 
ples and customs of his country. Though he has 
courted you to increase the number of his wives, he 
seems to have such an absolute command of him* 
self, even in the warmth of his youthful desires, that 
you need fear no violence from the generous Infi* 
del : but should the worst you imagine arrive^ 
Heaven has a thousand ways to protect your innOi* 
cence : depend on that> and let not the extravagance^ 
cf your grief persuade you that it' is lawful to free 
yourself by the fatal opiate which you keep for that 
design. The heavenly Genii that attend you have 
made a thousand impressions on your sleepingjEsncf 
to warn you from the desperate attempt : somctioM 
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have been led through the desolate shadesp 
e unhappy ghosts complaih ; the gloomy ca« 
5, the abodes of etern^^ Horror, have been 
ed to your view : sometimes the rewards of 
mce and constant Vittue have displayed theif 
es to your pleased imagination ; and, by the 
inspiring whispers of celestial beings, your rest- 
Jioughts have been composed, while the realmsr 
►y have unfolded their delights in visionary pros- 
i to you : by heavenly scenes and gentle slum-*^ 
your griefs wer^ calmed, the tempest of your 
ons su&pended ; then quietly attend the e- 
, and the gentle Calicara will find a way ta 
you* Till Abubecar saw you, she was his dar- 
skve,. and as he is handsome to admiration, 
loved, and renounced the Christian faith for 
; but still the fair apostate in her heart adores^ 
name which her tongue has deniedv This, 
gh you are her rival, fills her soul with the soft- 
lompassion for you, and makes her abhor the 
that her insolent master has imposed, of per- 
in^ you to quit the possession of the heavenly 
1, which is your happiness and glory : she is so 
rom giving you that infernal counsel, that she 
with tears and intreaties, persuaded you to die 
er than abandon your glorious hopes and title 
nmortality -, nor will she rest till she has, by 
e means or other, secured you from Abubecar'fr 
Drtunity, of complying with which %h& hs^^ciKr 
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perienccd the delusive and bitter consequence* 

Your coldness and aversion, with the ascendant 
her wit and vivacity has on his temper, will sooa 
Tccover the youthful wanderer, and restore her to 
an absolute empire over him ^ and then you are se* 
cure of a guiltless protection till you can give yoar 
friends in England intelligence of your circum- 
stances, who will soon pay your ransom, which no 
one can for virtue lost. 

In the mean time, if you love my memory, mo- 
derate the excess of your grief for my death, whidi, 
however tragical it appeared, was glorious and hap- 
py for me. I fell in the ardour of a brave a£iton| 
in the defence of your beauty and liberty, and my 
own life ; the wounds I received gave a free pas^ 
sage to my soul, which took its flight with no other 
regret than that of parting with you, if it may be 
called a separation ; for I have been your constant 
attendant in my invisible state, your unseen com- 
panion in the beautiful walks and bowers, where 
you so frequently spend your hours of retirement. 
I i,liould with pleasure hear you repeat my name, 
as I often do, and in the softest language express 
the constancy of a virtuous passion, could you re- 
strain those floods of tears, and be more resigned 
to the will of Heaven ; but let this assure you that 
I am in the height of happiness, and when your 
own life is finished, we shall meet to part no more) 
which circumstance, though you, through your par- 
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Jity for mc, may too highly value, believe me, 
u will find it by much the smallest blessing of 

is place. 

Amintor. 



LETTER IX. 

To Sylvia. 

lOM the fragrant bowers, the ever-blooming fields, 
id lightsome regions of the Morning Star, I wish 
talth and every blessing to the charming Sylvia, 
e blessing of the earth ! 

I have a secret to reveal to you of greatest im- 
irtance to your present and future happiness. You 
B as much a stranger to your own rank and cir- 
imstances as I was to mine till I came here, where 
met a fair spirit, who informed me, that when 
e was a mortal I was her son, and not the heir of 

e Earl of , as was supposed \ and that the 

3rd — is your own brother. It is necessary 
at yqu should know and discover this to him, 
bich will prevent that innocent fondness which 
: now indulges for you from growing into a guiU 
j>assion. 

You have been educated only as a dependant on 
e noble family you are in, and as a companion t o 
e young ladies, who are really your sisters. The 
ystery is this : My Lord, your father, had sever- 
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al daughters successively by the Countess, your mo* 
ther, but no lawful heir, which made him fond of 
a natural son that he had by a mistress : his affec- i 
for him was so extravagant, that he contrived to 
settle his estate on him : this gave your mother such 
anxiety, that her jealousy and aversion to the youth 
put her on this fash de5ign, when she was with 
child, to exchange it, if it proved a daughter. My 
mother, who was married out of her service, and 
in whom she could entirely confide, was with child 
of me at the same time : their lime of deliveiy waf 
very near together ; my mother had a son, and you 
proved a daughter : the afT.nr was managed with- 
such dexterity, that I was exchanged, and passed 
without suspicion for the Countess's son, and yon 
was received by my mother, and supposed to be 
her daughter. Witliin a year the Countess had 
really a son ; but she eying as soon as she was de- 
livered, the secret was undiscovered. 

I lived a guiltless impostor till I was ten year* 
eld, when a sudden decay withered my tender 
bloom ; but as I had been bred in the strictest no- 
tions of piety and truth, without any childish pre- 
judices, or slavish fears, I expected my approacb' 
ing end, whilst Death made his advances armed 
with a golden-headed dart. I had no notions of 
misery, all my expectations were bright, though 
imperfeft, of some Paradise beyond the grave i and 
closing my eyes> I fell as^eep; and waked to unmof« 
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til life and happiness. All that was past looked 
. like a dream, like an airjr image of I know not what. 
* Some notion 1 had of a God, and my dependence 
en him ; but how different from the illumination 
that broke in on my soul the moment that it threw 
oflF its mortal yeil ! it was then I began to live and 
xtfLtQt : it was then I found myself a rational be- 
ing, and looked back with contempt on the insig- 
nificant pait 1 had been acting : the memory of my 
original follies, the childish baubles and toys that 
had just before been my diversion, would have gi- 
ven me some confusion, if my case had been singu- 
lar ; but I met thousands of gay spirits newly re- 
leased, who had performed their short task, and fi- 
nished their trifling farces of life \ at the same time 
transported at their present superior circumstances, 
they made the most agreeable reflections on their 
past state* What grandeur, what vivacity, what 
enlargement of their intellectual powers ! how 
sparkling, how resembling the angels of God, their 
forms ! while a perfect consciousness, and exact 
remembrance of what they were but a few mo- 
ments past, raised their joy and gratitude to the 
height, and recommended heaven itself. 

There was one circumstance in my early death 
that makes me look on it as a peculiar favour, in 
that I was removed by the just dispensation of 
Heaven from the possession of what is, in th« 
Strictest equity, your brother's ri^Kf ; thi^ t^fls.<> 
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tion, from a principle of justice and troth, gave- 
me an inefTable satisfaction *, since, if I had lived, 
I had been the unhapf y, though innocent, usurper 
of a rank and inheritance to which I had not the 
least real title. This, with a thousand other ad* 
vantages, makes mc bless the period that freed mc 
from mortality j that happy moment that deliver- 
ed me from ignorance and vanity ; from the cnors, 
the guilt, the miseries, of human life j of which, 
though I had but little experience, I am now fully 
informed of the state of my fellow- creatures, and 
with what toil and hazard a longer course of years 
had been attended. 

I remember no engagement to the world but my 
affeftion for you ; nor has Death effVccd the ten- 
der impression j but what was then a natural sym- 
pathy is now a rational esteem, I view with plea- 
sure your growing virtue, and frequent my native 
world for your sake. There was something per- 
feflly engaging in the guiltless sorrow youexprcs* 
sed in my sickness ; and when my eyes were clos- 
ed in death you would have watched the breathless 
clay, in hopes to wake me from the fatal slumbers 
again •, nor could the gloomy solemnity of a room 
of state deter you from paying your visits to the 
silent reliques. If any thing could have tempted 
me to wish myself a mortal again, it would have 
been the tender tears you shed for mc. ' The on- 
ly intervals oi' human life I review with pleasure 
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hours I spent with you *, this gentle passion 
stamp of Heaven on my soul, the first soft 
ion it receircd, and it gains new energy in 
ippy regions of pure beneficence and love, 
ves me a constant solicitude, while I see yoik 
borders of such a temptation ; you are yet 
ly guiltless^ and have done nothing unbecom- 
san£kity of Nature, and the chaste affec* 
a sister for a brother, but you are on the 
nits of danger 5 a step farther, the least ad- 
iuvolves you in sin and destru£kion. I know 
scovery- will give you a secret horror, and 
. every kindling desire : the purity of your 
m\i start at the enchanting error that might 
d you on to ceftain perdition ; for young as 
e, the contagious spark is ready to kindle, 
le lovely boy appears more alluring : your 
[ conversation, and the early dawning of su- 
merit in both, endeared you to each other by 
entiments as only noble and virtuous minds 
ince : but as a more late discovery might 
een fatal to your innocence and peace, I im- 
;ly attetided an opportunity and method to 
^ou sensible of your danger. I know, though 
; been dead four years, you still remember 
id I have often heard you name me, and seen 
ith delight gazing on my picture ; this made 
lolve to appear to you when 1 saw you. The 
)portunlty that pleased me you wac vvXXvu^ 
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gazinf; at your own reflcctior>| and sticking flowers ^ 
in your hair to adorn it for your young lover : I i 
knew you had read of FairieSi and looked at psunt- i 
ed Cupids with delight ; in such a poetical form I i 
thought you would have heard my story, and been 
pleased with my figure ; 

While youthful Splendour lighten'^ in my eyctf 
Clear at the imiling glory of the skiea, 
Sprinkled w'lXh radiant gold ; a purple hue 
My wing» display *d, my robe celeitial blue ; 
More white than flax my curling trcisci flow'i. 
My dimpled cheeks with roiy beauty glow*d. 

I could not have believed a form more gay than 
tliose that glittered on your fan could have discom- 
posed you ; but to my surppse, I saw you faint a* 
way before 1 had begun to speak to you : you soon 
recovered from the swoon, and returning to the 
housci told a story, which you found no body believ« 
ed i so wise is the age in which you live ai not to be 
imposed on I You easily persuaded yourself it was 
no more than a dream : however, I durst attempt 
your courage no more, but give you this import- 
ant information this way ; which, if you should 
not credit, you are undone. In this admonition 
your guardian angel joins with 

AlEXlf* 
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LETTER X. 

7# Lbonqra. 
Tour story of seeing an apparition in the garden 
I perceire has frighted your whole famlyi and not 
a mortal durst venture into the haunted walk^ as 
they call it, after the sun sets but your brother, to 
whom I have not the least intention to show my- 
self : it was only to you, my charming Leonora, the 
visit was designed i I flattered myself your good 
sense, and uncommon presence of mind, would 
have guarded you from those unreasonable fears. 

As I expected, the fine evening induced you to 

take your accustomed walk. The sun was hardly 

•et when you entered a long avenue of trees that 

led to a green flowery arch, which looked on a syU 

yan palace s here I seated myself in a human, and, 

as I thought, a very agreeable, figure and dress ; 

and as much as possible disguising the splendour of 

immortality, I imitated my mortal form ; and so 

-pleased myself, that by seeing me at a distance you 

SDight come nearer without surprise, or retire, li 

your courage failed* As soon as you perceived me 

you stopped, in some consternation, and seemed in 

suspense whether you should go nearer or make 

your retreat : I durst not rise, nor make the least 

. ofler to follow, for fear you should take your flight 

with too much speed and disorder*, and as you found 

I was a very civil apparition, and vv-ou\Oluo\. vcvVwAfc 

/J/J/w Z C 
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on your retirement, you went off with a sol 
^lecent pace, often looking back to convino 
self that what you saw was real. As soon 
had reached the house I shifted my materia 
for one more becoming the dignity of the c 
condition ; and bdng again invisible, I h« 
• fantastic relation you gave your brother, w 
you it was all the effect of the spleen and ol 
grief you had indulged since my death : y< 
asserted the reality of what you toW him, 
believed it no more than if he had heard i 
the pulpit. 

You might have dismissed every thought c 
I would not have injured you when 1 was a 
liable to folly and error, much les^ in a state 
fection and happiness : there is not a spark 
or malignity left in virtuous minds when i 
from their earthly prison; all is gentle and ki 
their concern for human welfare is infinite! 
lender and disinterested than before. 

The terror with which men fly us wou! 
something in it incredible, if we did notrer 
our own original folly and ignorance ; but zi 
your strange apprehensions only divert and 
tain us. If you thought justly, you wou 
more reason to run full speed from one 
than from up, who have neither permission 
clinatlon to injure, but are ready to screen ] 
thous^jid dangers, and to promote your inter 



from the Dead to the living, 3'j 

e most generoas concern, ivhile you are entirely 
norant of your benefactors . Were human organs 
ore refined, and your perceptions heightened to 
greater delicacy, you would see a thousand ethe- 
al forms in the full bloom o7 immortal beauty and 
idecaying Kfc, not fashioned to give you terror, 
Lt love and delight. 

You «ee, my dear Leonora, I would fain cure 
ur prejudices, and reconcile you to the society of 
irtts, that you may sometimes permit me to warn 
lur unguarded years when dangers and snares at- 
nd you. 

You know yout father left me the guardian of 
ur fortune and heauty, so favourable was his 
inion of me ; this circumstance made me mig^r- 
le, and at once cut off all my future views of 
ppiness. I had indulged a secret passion for you, 
id flattered myself you had the same for me ; but 
my birth and fortune were much inferior to 
»ur^s, I was resolved rather to die than use the 
[vantage that was in my power, or violate tlic 
cred trust i had undertaken. By a thousand little 
ft inadvertencies you discovered your passion ; 
It though secure of success, I durst not seduce you 
to a compliance of marriage so vastly below your 
gh rank and character, nor take the advantage 
betraying your thoughtless years to an action 
ibecoming your quality and fortune : my soul 
u unstained with any design tViait "wa^^ mt.'Wv^A 
C2 
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selfishy and the entire confidence your fathn 
in my integrity and conduct fiied my rctoh 
of acting up to the severest rules of THrtoe 
truth. But to what distress was I reduced i I J 
you to madness, while I never approached yoi 
with a dissembled indifference : this restrnioti 
the constant agitation of my thought|» 4ifOV^ 
my health, and threw me intQ ^ violent finrer, vi 
soon finished my life. The justice and fideli 
my pondu£k found its immense reward, and Id 
nothing to repent of hut the giving my tf ual tf 
ly to your brother's care, whose licentious war 
will expose you to a thousand dangers. Tq r 
this negligence, I would fain have induced yc 
a conversation that might have directed ypwp 
» duct, and fortified your virtue by my friendl; 
monition ; but since your fears put it oi^t el 
power ever to be visible to you again, I must 
this way to convince you how unchangeabh 
concern for your happiness is. Oh, let it cm 

dearer to me than it is to yourself ! 

Clesum* 



LETTER XU 

To the same. 



I LEAVE your fellow- mortals to ccmgratulatc. 
recovery, but I must own it was a disappoint! 
to me. You were on the confines of immoru 
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, who are ministering spirits to the heirs 
Q, had prepared their song of triumph to 
u : I had wreathed a garland of the fair- 
( that bloomed in the Paradise of God to 
:h early and distinguished virtue \ with 
: I numbered your momentS) and expect- 
one would be your last. The sparkling 
f your eyes expired, the loses on your 
lished into a mortal paleness, and the 
life seemed just ready to cease their mo- 
rn He; who governs Nature with a su- 
imand, restored you back to health. Your 
ras surprising even to angels, who, though 
Df the limits the sovereign Disposer has 
lan life, yet often make exact conjectures 
irse of second causes, and the period of 
'es. You are certainly given back as a 
) the world ; your cx'ample may yet make 
i proselytes to Virtue \ but, for my part, 
ut the will of Heaven could reconcile me 
spensation. When you was just in the 
to be tossed back again on the tempestu- 
; when you had welcomed Death as your 
rrer. readv to free voa from Cassander*S 
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name, to a young and beautiful Italian whom E 
stole from her parents ; and after he had lived tw 
months concealed with her, the perjured man Icl 
and abandoned her to misery : in the height of he 
anguish she put herself into a nunnery, where sh 
wastes her days in a reluctant and unprofitable dc 
votion ; for true Reli^on cannot exist but by ou 
choice ;. Necessity can give nothing but the appeal 
ance of it. 

This is a secret of which you would* never hav 
been informed by any human means : if you dis 
cover it to your brother, it will deliver you fron 
the violence which he is determined to use to foro 
you to wed Cassander, another name for Misery* 

It is a disinterested concern for you that make 
me give you this advice : there is no jealousy ii 
heavenly minds, thev know their pre-eminence 
and should they appear in their celestial splendour 
the most perfect beauty of the children of mci 
would wither in their presence : but vanity and c 
mulation are no more, and all selfish designs ar( 
unknown in these happy Continents. 

You may, by making a proper use of this notice 
provide for your own happiness ; but, blessed be th( 
great Autlior of all good I you cannot add to mine 

Clerimokt 
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LETTER X. 

) my dear Brother^ 

: friend, the unhappy Carlos^ died this nightr 
pies. I was willing to surprise you with this- 
gence in^ a way which no human speed could 

dsh my endeavours for your reformation may 
(Tiore success now than they had when I was 
tatc of mortality j, I am persuaded, if you^ 
:ett the exit of the wretched youth who had 
the companion of your riots> it would have 
iced you of the falsehood of his principlesr 
ow little support the thoughts of falling back, 
lis origmal nothing gave hint when the gloo- f 

3ur approached, in which he was to lose the ; 

of the sun and stars, with all the visible beau- h 

i Nature, for ever. « 

be insensible ! to be no more ! to find hia^ [, 

losing in an eternal sleep I gave him- inex-- j 

ble horrors. But if this was the worst that ; 

prehended, never did mortal give up his life* ? 

lanner more cowardly and inconsisttnt. He j* 

not bear darkness or solitude one moment ; \ 

Tted at a shadow, and showed a more than^ i 

sh fear and weakness in his aftions y he evea 
d his physicians to flatter him with the hopes^ ;, 

e, and not let him know if they thought his^ ; 

lesperate 5 he charges his attendants not U» ^ 

C4 
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mention death or the grave, nor to speak a serious 
word, in his hearing. Though his affairs were in 
the utmost disorder, no person durst venture to 
ndvife hirri to settle them by a will. But all these 
cautions gave him no relief: the anguish, the 
guilt, the confusion of bis mind, was visible in 
his looks. The abandoned Amoret, who had fol* 
lowed him in the disgvuse of a page, was seldom 
permitted to see him -y and whenever she approach* 
cd him, he trembled and fell into the greatest a* 
gonies, clofed his eyes, or turned them from her j 
but spoke nothing to support her in the distress he 
had brought on her, nor expressed the least re- 
morse for having seduced her to leave the noUe 
Sebastian, to whom she was engaged by marriage 
vows, and a thousand -tender obligations. His 
peevishness and impatience were unsufFerablc, and 
even despicable to his own servants. When the me- 
dicines he took had not their expected success, he 
reproached his physicians with negligence, or want 
of skill ; and yet, by intervals, implored their as- 
sistance, as if his being itself depended on their 
art. His senses were perfeft to the last gasp : with 
amazement he saw the universal terror make its 
6 low arid dreadful approaches ; and after a tcdtoos 
and painful struggle, yielded to the gloomy Con* 
queror, and with a deep groan gave up his breath, 
and weat to make the great experiment. 
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Ope this account of your friend*8 death will: 
the happy efliect I designed it, and make yoti 
\t(X the counsel I gave you with my dying 
1 ; — the best legacy I could bequeath, if 1 had 
mpires to dispose of. 

r dear Brother^ I can have no selfish motives 
in ^endeavouring to reclaim your^extrava- 
2s ; ^n this superior state, my concern for 
bappioess must be all abstra3 and generous y 
rknowledgcments of indigent miserable moi- 
ignify nothing to spirits exalted to celestbl 
ies, in the full enjoyment of immortal plea- 
\ but this gives them the most kind and be« 
;nt dispositions to erring men> whom they 
i fain allure into the paths that lead to hap- 
j ; those glimmering sparks of goodness and 
, which, in your cold regions, are but just 
ing in virtuous minds, in these warmer cli- 
I acquire new ardour, and bum with eternal 
dour. 

ave more zeal than ever for your interest j and* 

I recal, but not reproach you, with the obli- 

is you have to pay some regard to my ad- 

You know, when we lost the best of pa- 

that he bft his whole estate to my dispo- 

ith such a moderate fortune to your share, 

ist have restrained your wild expences ; but 

1 found you had some sense of your folly, in 

to reform you by generous tre?i\;iivci\l>\ \«^ 
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mediately settled on you half the vast fortune thaf 
was in my power. I will not urge my vcnturing- 
my life in your behalf when assaulted in our 
travels ; for this was but an action of humanity 
which every brave man owes to a perfect stranger f 
but I must insist on die merit of resigning my pre« 
tensions to the lovely Bellamira for you. She was^ 
all the joy, the hope, I had on earth ; I loved 
her as I loved Virtue and Happiness y and yet, 
when you discovered to me the anguish and disor- 
cter of your mind, and your violent passion for 
her, I made a retreat, and left the weeping beautf 
to reproach me with a levity and indiffi^rence to- 
which my heart was a stranger ; disguised my ten- 
der inclination, and pleaded yours with such suc- 
cess, that she yielded to your request, and gave hct 
matchless charms and immense fortune to your pos- 
scfsion. 

I^ut this advantageous match had not the effect 
1 hoped, nor was the least restraint to your licen- 
tfous manner of life. You acted a shameful part 
in assisting Carlos in his affair with Amoret, and 
a more shameful one in promising to protect and 
support her if he abandoned her, when you knew 
what repeated fiivours you had received from the 
iujured and generous Sebastian. Your trcacher^ 
ous and ungrateful treatment of a man of his ex* 
alted merit fills me with the greatest remorse and 
confusion ; a thousand and a thousand times have 
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[ rq)r6achcd myself for having been the unhappy, 
nstrunteat of Bellamira*s ruin, who pined beneath 
aer grief, like a fair flower blasted in its prime : I 
3cver met her eyes but she might have seen the 
remorse and confusion of my soul. The negli-^ 
gence and contempt with which you treated the. 
I)cst of women sunk my youthful spirits, damped 
3iy noblest designs, and clouded the gayest season 
Df my life,. While Death made its slow approach- 
is, the last favour I begged of you was to be just 
to your unhappy wife, in breaking all engagements- 
with the lewd and infamous Amoret : this you pro« 
mised me with a religious solemnity ; but I know 
ber present distress (though the just effe<3: and re- 
ward of Aer crimes) will be your snare ; she is all 
cnclutntment, a»d will 1 fear be your ruin. But. 
if you rejeft my advice, take this caution from thc. 
Royal Penitent : " her house is the way to death,. 
" and her gates lead down to hell :" and I desire 
fovL to consider seriously, that this admonition must 
nescue from or double your guilt. 

Gl£AND£R« 



LETTER XIIL- 
Tj ♦ * * * 

However different my present manner of exisfc^ 
cnce is from my former state, my affection to the: 
i£air Qimcnc is unchanged. A§ I live and act ift 
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a way inexpressibly superior to mortal life, so the 
beneficent dispositions of my nature rise to a more 
noble and generous height. My concern for your 
happiness is more tender and disinterested than e- 
ever : I have guarded your nightly slumbers, wait* 
ed on your salutary walks, and followed you Hke 
your attendant angel, who, pleased with my offi- 
cious care, has often left you to my charge. Your 
present danger gives me as much anxiety as co^^ 
sists with a state of happiness •. I could not refraia 
from giving you this warning, which to your sur- 
prise you will find on your toilette, among trifiea 
the most its reverse. 

You are, O too credulous fair ! on the very brink 
of ruin j treachery and delusion arc in Alcandcr's 
eyes and tongue, and if you keep this night's ap- 
pointment with him you are undone. Infamy and 
perdition are before you; the evil Genii, that en- 
vy the happiness of the human race, already insult 
my pious care \ and your celestial guardian seems 
half resolved to quit his trust; the tender grief 
hangs on his beautiful face like a cloud on a rosy 
morning ; and in the deepest silence of the night, 
when the creation seemed lulled in an universal 
slumber, in the gloom of a neighbouring grove that 
you often frequent, 1 heard him tune his silver lute 
to strains soft and languishing as those in which 
the heavenly ministers mourned the loss of Para- 
dise; and the bold transgression of the first woma» 
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that fell. And your's, unhappy maid ! will be a 
£iU from the heights of Honour, from the Tery tri- 
umph of Virtue. What can man believe ! what 
can the aex boast, when such innocence, such truth, 
such modesty, as your's are perverted ? Vice will 
insuit, to find Climene among her votaries, and 
hardly believe her own conquest *, surprised like 
the barbarous Gauls in the Roman senate, who 
thought it an assembly of gods, till they saw them 
bleed. 

With what a profligate air, with what insolent 
▼anity, did your young seducer leave you last night ! 
bow proud of his unexpe£ted success^ when he 
had gained your consent to the guilty assignation I 
I stayed with you an unseen witness of the re- 
morse and confusion in which he left you : how 
disordered \ how uneasy ! how unlike yourself did 
you appear i It was your usual hour of devotion ; 
9 BiUe lay near, which you took in your hand, 
but durst not open, for fear the sanctity of its rules 
should reproach you : the distraction of your 
thoughts gave me hopes that you would recover 
yourself, and break the guUty engagement you 
had made. To confirm your doubtful virtue, I was 
on the point of making myself visible ; but the 
unaccountable fear that mortals have of the inhabi- 
tants of the immaterial worlds restrained me, lest 
the effect should have been fatal to your timorous 
temper/ however gentle and prop'vuou^ m^ vji^^-a* 
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unce and address had been : and I thought this Iet» 
ter might less surprisei and more calmly persuade 
you. 

You have yet a few hours to recollect yourself | 
and sure you will not give up an unblemished re- 
putation, with all the peace and innocence of your 
mindi to this blind extravagant passion ! besides 
the injustice to the unhappy Sylvia, to whom AU 
cander is engaged by a thousand vows, and who 
now pines away in obscurity, a vidim to his falser 
hood and perjury. Be virtuous and compassionate i 
be kind to her, and just to yourself.. 

After this warning, even from the Dead, your 
crime will be aggravated : you must deliberately 
venture on perdition, and damn yourself with de- 
sign and sober refledion ; you must desperately 
give up your title to celestial happiness, to the 
worlds of life and pleasure, of immortal beauty 
and youth : Oh, how superior to that with which 
you are at this instant so fatally enamoured below ! 



LETTER XIV. 
7^ » » ♦ * ♦ 

My dear sister, I have often, since I left the world, 
had the privilege to supply the place of your guar- 
dian Angel : I have been an invisible witness of 
your tears iox my death •, and to allay the excess 
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«f your grief for me I have been at last permitted 
to let jrou know that I am happy. 

I can give you no account how my soul was re- 
leased : I fell asleep in perfe£t health, with an 
onosual serenity of mind, and from the gentlest 
flumbers of innocence and peace awaked in im- 
mortal bliss. -(How common is sudden death !) I 
found myself in a moment got above the stars, and 
outshining the sun in its meridian splendour ; cor- 
ruption had put on incorruption, and mortality was 
-swallowed up of life and immortality: O Death ! 
I cried in the exultation of my thoughts, O Death! 
where is thy conquest ? O King of Terrors ! where 
•is thy boasted viftory ? where is thy sceptre and 
imppna;! horrors, thy gloomy state, and dreadful 
-attendants? where are the vast dominions, the 
dieerless and formless darkness, the shade and the 
^emptiness, the seats of Corruption and Decay i the 
tptVL is broken I the enchantment is dissolved ! the 
-shadows, the phantoms, the visionary terrors, fly ! 
the celestial morning dawns, and charming scenes 
irise : but, oh 1 how boundless, how various, how 
transporting, the prospect ! 

Still lost in joy and wonder, tell me, I said, ye 
Angels, ye smiling Forms that surround me, what 
easy passage has my spirit found from its mortal 
prison ? what gentle hand has unlocked m^ f^xxJc^-^ 
Utters, and brought me out of datkness ^tvA. coxv- 
Macmcntinto immense light and Wb^x^^ ^ ^^ 
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was the kind mestengcr that conveyed the weU 
come invitation to my ear ? what mdodiotu Toice 
called me away from yonder cold tempestuous re- 
gions to these soft and peaceful habitations i how 
have I found my passage through the tmckleis 
ether, and gained the summit of the everlasting 
hills ? Am I awake ? do I dream ? is this a gay 
a flattering virion ? Oh| no I it is all hlissful and 
transporting certainty 1 I see, I hear things unal- 
terable, such as never entered into the heart of 
mortal man to conceive. — Read and believe ; be* 
lieve and be happy. 

You see, my dear sister, how blindly you re- 
pine at the decrees of Heaven, and how unreason- 
ably you lament what you call my early and un- 
timely f^te. Could I be happy too soon ? I left 
the world, indeed, in the full pride of my youth- 
ful years, in the height of greatness and reputa- 
tion, surrounded with the blandishments and flat- 
teries of Pleasure: but these advantages might 
have been fatal snares to my virtue in a longer 
trial 'y it was indulgent in Heaven, after a short 
probation, to crown me with the rewards of vic- 
tory : it is past the toil, the danger ; and all to 
come is endless peace and triumph. 

If you could see as far into futurity now, and 
think as justly of it as you will certainly do on 
your deathbed, this letter from me bad been so* 
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)us r I only can design it beneficial^ you may 
t so. 



LETTER XV. 

* • * « * 

last ! the voyage of life is finished ^ instead 
rming you that I am. arrived at the Indian 
this is -to let you know that I am safely land- 
the Celestial shores ; the vessel on which I 
ibarked, by a tempest, sunk to the bottom 
ocean^ and the angel of the waters received 
vly-unembodied souL 

s surprised at the different manner of my 
ce : I breathed indeed no longer ; but I Ji- * 
beard, I saw, with a more exquisite sense 
rfore. But a few moments were past since 
ing billows carried Destruction in their ap- 
:e 5 and now I moved unterrified through 
ps, and surveyed the foundations of the an- 
ils : the Regent of the waters, pleased with 
iosity, led me through his crystal palaces 
al grove?, showed me the pearly grottoes 
oves of amber, with a thousand wonders, 
:ret from the race of men since the basis of 
jntains were laid. 

>on as I had gone the round of the liquid 
. an ethereal messenger took me under his 
ne L D 
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conduct : I followed my gentle guide through the 
airy epaceS) and here was all novelty and surprise; 
I made the tour of the universe^ and explored the . 
limits of the creation with unspeakable agility} 
I moved from star to star^ and met ten tbousaDd 
suns blazing in 'full glory without fear or conster« 
nation ; I followed the tract of prodigious co- 
metSy that drew their flaming tails over half the 
flcy. From the planetary regions I ascend with 
the ease and swiftness of a thought to the supe- 
rior heaven, the imperial palace of the Most High^ 
but here description fails^ and all beyond is unut- 
terable. 

This is the only account you can possibly re- 
ceive of my death, which your, own fears had so 
truly presaged at our parting : and this> my much- 
loved Henrietta, I hope will put an end to all 
your anxiety J for, since the change has proved so 
happy for me, you are too much my friend to be 
concerned thereat. 

Philander. 



LETTER XVI. 

My dear Brother, 
As immaterial beings mingle unseen in what so- 
ciety they please, I had the desire last night to 
know your thoughts of what had happened to you 
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the night before, and I heard you make a very gay 
declamation to some of your free companions on 
the power of fancy, and the strength of your own 
imagination : but really, my Lord, you are not so 
irisionary and extravagant as you represented your- 
self ; there is nothing more certain than what you 
•aw and heard ; and you might have credited your 
senses without so much diffidence and modesty, 
which yott turn into a vice. 

You have but a few weeks, my dear Brother, to 
Ji?e ; your sands are numbered, and your last hour 
is determined. I obtained a permission, seldom 
allowed, to give you some warning of your ap- 
proaching fate : 1 chose the opportunity, when I 
found you, in a clear moon-light night, sitting in 
z pensive posture, by the side of a fountain, in your 
garden. To gain credit to my message I stood be- 
fore you in the splendour of a heavenly form, 
and the bloom of immortal beauty ; but so resem- 
bling my former self, that, in your surprise, you 
called me sister, and stepped forward to embrace 
me. I durst not profane myself by a mortal 
touch ; but, eluding your arms, placed myself 
before you on the opposite side of the canal. I 
stood silent some time, that you might be recol- 
lected J and then setting a golden lute, which I 
had in my hand, to one of the melodious strains 
which angels sing to expiring saints, wK^u t\\^^ 
.would so/r^/i th€ agonies of death, 'Aud mxV^'vt-^ 
D 2 
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terrors smile ; in those languishing and mdtinf 
notes I gave you an invitation to the starry man 
slons, believing this would have a much better c£ 
feet than any thing terrible to one of your undaunt 
cd temper : I delivered my message, and in an in 
stant disappeared. 

I have repeated these circumstances to you, a 
a proof that all was real, and neither a dream, no 
a waking reverie^ as you have persuaded yourseli 
But, since no mortahknows this but yourself, an< 
you concealed the greatest part of this relation fron 
your gay friends, when you was so eloquent on th< 
wonders of imagination, I hope this -will find it 
wished success, and put you on the most exact pre 
paration to meet, with a Christian fortitude, thi 
greatest terror that mortal man can encounter 
Though your life has been unstained with an^ 
base or unjust action, there are some levities ii 
your conversation that require your speedy peni 
tence and reformation ; or seeming trifles will en 
large themselves into the greatest errors. 

It is a serious thing, my I^rd, to die ; yoi 
thought -60 when, with the most tender concern 
you saw me, shivering and pale, anxious and f^ar 
ful, on the very borders of death, doubtful to en 
ter, and terrified at the darkness that hung on th 
gloomy valley ; when even the follies of my child 
hood, which was hardly past, and the slightest et 
.roi^ of nr.y youth, sat hc3iv^ ou tv\^ ^quI And 
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I ! how unwUlingljr did my soul quit Its agreea- 
i mansion J how many soft engagements made, 
e fond of life ! the charming youths to whom I 
18 contracted by my parents^, detained me with< 
I tears : had angels beckoned me to the skies, that 
citing language would have tempted me back. 
Tou little think, my dear Brother, what regula*- 
y of the passions, iwhat sanctity of manners, are 
cessary to take off the horrors of Death, and* 
ake that gloomy Monarch wear a smiling aspect*. 
Take this friendly admonition,- and be for ever, 
ppy ; then will that relation which is now be- 
'een us still subsist, and I shall be, in joys inex*- 
essible, your sister to all eternity. 

Serena*. 



LETTER XVII. 
55 PfliLOCLES,yr<?»i Ibrahim, a Turkish B^Tsa;- 

was you, my dear Philocles, that Heaven made 
c instrument of my conversion to Christianity j, 
t while I was in a state of mortality it was im* 
ssible for mc to know the greatness of my obli- 
ttons to you, and to what height of felicity your 
cndly instructions directed me 5 how low, how 
iproportioned, were my expectations to thegran- 
ur of my present happiness ! how superior is it 
en to those noble ideas your description gave mc- 
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of celestial joys ! As you converted me to, let mc 
establish you inj the only true religion* 

What reason have I to bless the moment that 
began our acquaintance, and the event that placed 
your character to my view in such an agreeable 
light ! there v^as, indeed, something in your whole 
conduct so artless, so sincere, so conformable to 
the strictest rules of truth and justice, that I at once 
quitted my prejudices to the faith you avowed ; the 
Christian (which is not always the case) recom- 
mended Christianity, 

The negociations I had with you, when you were 
Consul for the States of Holland at Smyrna, gave 
me numerous instances of your honest and generous 
disposition ; but nothing surprised me more than 
seeing you venture your life. In a dreadful storm, 
to save a Portuguese, your mortal enemy, whose 
vessel was just overset, and himself ready to sink 
amidst the threatening waves, which he till then i- 
magined less his foe than yourself. I was witness 
to the godlike action, and immediately concluded 
that there must be something divine in a religion 
tliat could raise human nature to such an height 
of beneficence ; it was all resistless conviction, my 
soul confessed its force, while I cor^sidered with 
what a becoming modesty you received the acknow« 
ledgments of your adversary, as calmly as for some 
trifling fdvoar you would have acct^v^d the thanks 
pf your sincercst friend, TCou ^e<imt^ ^;Q^%wi>i 
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of hai^ng^ done nothing extraordinary, nothing but 
what wa8 suitable to the constant disposition of 
yoar mindi if Heaven had favoured you with more 
frequent occasions of performing such heroic ac- 
tknii. Tou- have a sense to make what is heroic 
€omoioii«- - 

It was a charity truly divine that made you ha« 
sard your iifei and expose it to the worst of tor- 
mentij to fescue me from error. I was more in- 
quisitive than the laws of the Alcoran allovi^d^ 
which induced me to seek so many opportunities 
of conversing with you. Without the least cau-> 
tion, or regard to your own safety, you left your- 
self to the mercy of an infidel, satisfied my scruples, 
and importuned me to quit the Aillahometan faith. 
Your conduct was all demonstration ; and convin- 
oed me that nothing but heavenly Truth could in- 
spire you with such fortitude, and kindle in your 
soul a charity so perfefUy disinterested. I was 
soon vanquished, and became a joyful proselyte to 
the Christian principles -, nor found the least regret 
iokaving my native soil to foUowyou to the Hague, 
wbere I might openly profess the faith I had em- 
hiaoed, and he in the right with impunity. 
. It was not long before a fever seized me y when 
I found the symptoms mortal I sent foi* you to ease 
mybttfthened soulof theonlycare that oppressed \t\ 
bot before you camcTmy speech was\o^l\\tfyMei«^ 
tbcdmorerywzs of such impotUtiw X>aaX\x ^XjJ^ 

D4 
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engages my concern ; nor is there any person whose 
fidelity I can depend on like yours. 

I purchased a beautiful Grecian slave, the fkst 
and only object of myJove ; though she was in noy 
power, I only attempted by gentle methods to gain 
her afiVctions, but in vain ^ her Christian belief 
still set the view of future rewards and' punkh- 
snents before her, and checked her softest inclina- 
tions \ to conquer her virtue I was induced to per- 
vert her to the doctrines of the Alcoran. As ab- 
surdly- as I reasoned, she was soon convinced that 
her soul was as perishing as her body^ and that 
there was no prospect of immortality for any of 
her sex 5 that present joys were all she could ex- 
pect ; and, in losing youth and love, she lost the 
highest end of her creation* Too soon the fair 
Apostate believed my detested doctrines, and took, 
the poison from my tongue, renounced the great 
Messiah, and. embraced the idle dreams of an< 
impostor *y gave up her claim to immortality, and 
yielded herself to my licentious wishes. Thus,, 
free from the restraints of religion, the fair Liber- 
tine grew dissolute and profane beyond the Umiti 
of her sex : her sportive wit and boundless vanity 
13 ow ridiculed all that she once thought sacred ; 
there was something so wild, so unnatural, in her 
impiety, that I half repented my success ( but ne- 
ver was truly sensible of the injury I had done her 
till I was f;onvinced of the truth of Christiaouy.; 
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It is this unspeakable damage that I hope you will 
find some method to repair \ it will not be impos* 
sible, by some of your friends^ to find acClsss to her \ 
riie is now at my brother's disposal \ her ransom 
will be easy, and a charity worthy your character. 
Your chant f will redeem her person^ your example 
her .mind^from a more deplorable slavery. 

Ibrahim. 



LETTER XVIII. 

To a Son J from his deceased Father. 

Vb- there is the least spark of filial gratitude in your 
breast ; if there is any deference due to the me- 
mory of a once indulgent father^ I charge you to 
recall the challenge you have sent. — What shall I 
say ? — not to your adversary, but to your gene** 
rou8> your well meaning friend: his admonitions 
were just, and the relation he gave you undoubted. 
fact. You know, in your, own conscience, the 
woman you vindicate has neither virtue nor repu* 
tation to defend, while you are daring death, and 
all the horrors^ that ensue, to justify a known false- 
hood, and purchase shame with heaven. 

If you are killed in this mad duel, the moment 
you breathe your last, you will mingle with a socie^ 
ty that make very diflferent judgments of things from 
what pass- for minims of hououi ^rEvot^^veA\\.'^*^\ 
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you will appear with a very ill grace» and on a 
most impertinent occasion, among the spirits of 
Darkness, to whom jou will be an eternal object 
of deriaion. The boasted beauties and charms of 
your mistress, will be but a poor excuse for your 
gallantry, though you should tell them in heroics^ 
how " the world has been lost for a woman.*' 

These extravagancies will vanish with mortali- 
ty : Death will draw the veil, and place more se- 
rious scenes in view j you will find how cheaply 
you have sold immortal glory, and curse the fond 
enchantment that led you on to destruction j de- 
testing that most, the love of which is now your 
inducement to ruin. 

But ask yourself, What is the virtue of this fine 
lady, in defence of whom you are going with such 
bravery to die ? What is this honour you are giv- 
ing up your life and all your hopes of salvation to 
maintain ? This guiltless lovely woman is only per- 
jured to her marriage vows ; this angel, this divine 
creature, docs but deceive, does but expose to in- 
famy, the best of husbands ; she does but return 
his unequalled tenderness and constantaffection to 
her with artful fondness, and dissembled complai- 
sance : she is but insensible to the merit of a man 
who is his country's ornament and pride ; a person 
of the most graceful appearance, by Nature form-^ 
cd to please the nicest of the fair sex } liberal and 
magnificent^ obliging and sincere above all dia- 
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gnUe ; and whO| from his own conscious honour, 
entirely confides in this artful woman, whom he. 
r^sed from distress and obscurity. Charmed with 
her beauty and dissembled aiFection for him, he has 
indulged all her wild ambition, gratified her bound- 
less vanity, and set no more limits to her expenses 
than you now to your folly. 

This is the unhappy man you would expose to 
the jest of every senseless rake, by a public quarrel 
for the reputation of this wife. What enmity couli 
be so cruel as this defence I 

And this is the dear innocent charmer, whose 
virtue you would justify, even by damning your- 
self, and murdering the generous Lindamor, your 
best, your experienced friend, whose sincerity has 
been his only crime : be not so shamefully valiant. 
With what confusion must you draw your sword 
on a man to whom you have such a series of obli- 
gations ? How often has he supplied the necessities 
to which your extravagant gaming has reduced you, 
and discharged your debts of honour, as you call 
them ? and vrfiat was his offence now, but setting 
the character of an infamous woman in its true 
light, with a kind intention to reclaim you from 
your dotage ? 

What a fatal influence has this dissolute passion 
had on your mind ! how profligate your manners ! 
how unlike to the first part of your life, when a no- 
ble inclination governed your soul| and the lovely 
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'Erminia was all your joy ! Oh ! may her youdifuF 
charms recover you, and animate your mind to glo- 
rious actions ! your King, your country, the Pro- 
testant cause, the rights and liberties of human na- 
ture, now require your courage, and find better em- 
ployment for your sword than to assassinate your 
friends. If you are truly brave, have the courage 
to submit^ the only way to conquer him. 

EusEBfus. 



LETTER XIX. 

To my Lord »♦•♦*, from his deceased wife. 
Your present confinement, by a slow recovery from 
a dangerous sickness, makes me hope this may prove 
a time to prevail with you to pity the injured Syl- 
viana, and be just to your obligations to her. 

You once loved me, my Lord ; and while I lived, 
the guiltless passion had an effect on your whole 
conduct : but your grief for me gave a very extra- 
vagant turn to your mind, and instead of leading 
you to a superior, a reasonable happiness, you have 
abandoned yourself to the heights of sensuality, 
you have pursued Pleasure in every tempting dis- 
guise ; refined on vice, and turned it into a science, 
and are too truly learned in it. Your stately rooms 
have sounded with nightly revels and loose enchant- 
ing songs ; your groves and fragrant gardens have 
been devoted to luiury and infamous^ delights^ the- 
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"Shades and fountains have been witnesses to scenes^ 
unbecoming their chaste retreats ; and have found 
out new ways to perdition, and set no limits to your 
<lbsolute inclinations, which sutvive satiety itself. 
' But. under this gay disguise, this triumph of va- 
nity and madness, you have not known an inter* 
"val of happiness that has been sincere ; you could 
not conquer your own good sense, nor wholly for- 
:get the restraints of a noble education. I have been 
witness to your secret remorse, your penitent solU 
Joquies : I have seen you recollect yourself, assume 
^our native greatness, heard you with the most mov- 
ing eloquence lament your folly, and assent to all 
the rules of temperance and virtue \ assent to and 
violate the same hour. 

Tou have relapsed to your usual extravagance^ 
fdll this dangerous sickness set the terrors of death 
in your view : it was then you confessed your in- 
justice, to the charming Sylviana : it hung on your 
.soul, and appeared with a thousand aggravations ; 
nor will you ever know peace till you have con- 
£rmed your vows, and the absolute obligations you 
4ire under to marry her. Obligations to be happy, 
methinks, should be easily complied with. 

How happy was the lovely maid in her humble 
circumstances ! how blessed in her spotless inno- 
cence I till Chance (in your rural excursions) led 
you, in a luckless hour, to the verdant shade, where 
jou found her retired to scietu W^^M Ix^tci iwc; 
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mid-day sun, unmolested with the cares of lore or 

amhicion. 

The natural elegancei die modesty, and euiness 
of her behaviour, fired your thoughts,' and partly 
by violence, and partly by the most solemn vows 
of marriage, you ruined her. 

But what unaffected sorrow, what remorse, that 
fatal moment cost her you have often ^tnessed ; 
with what graceful pride has she since refused the 
least favour, and been inflexible to your soft per- 
suasions on any terms but the marriage you pro- 
mised her ? How moving have her tears been I how 
just her complaints ! What a pomp of virtue, what 
a conscious greatness, has appeared in her aspect, 
when, by your artful addresses, you have again en- 
deavoured to seduce her ! Nor presents, nor equi- 
page, nor the most profuse settlement you have 
offered her, has tempted her to act in any charac- 
ter but what Virtue might own in the view of 
heaven and the world. Her very crime with you 
should have the force of virtue in it. 

Your quality, my Lord, does not absolve you 
from the divine laws, nor give a sanction to per- 
jury, but rather enforces the obligation of equity 
and truth. In real merit the fair Sylviana is not 
your inferior ; but if she were. Heaven does not 
dispense with the rules of justice on the account of 
airy titles and imaginary distinctions of birth : the 
highest satisfaction that you can make may, per- 
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liaps, ncTcr give her that tranquility she enjoyed 
in her first humble circumstances. p)uld you re- 
store her lost innocence, she would be more bles- 
sed in that than in all the grandeur to which you 
can raise her : you may alleviate her misfortune, 
"you cannot make full amends. 

Nor can the loss of a tender parent be repaired. 
With a modest ingenuity the injured nymph con- 
fessed her crime to lier pious mother, who was so 
oppressed with the thought of such an infamy, 
that in a few weeks she expired, Snd leftherbeau- 
teous daughter to weep out her solitary hours. 
Her distress demands your compassion ; and by an 
act of justice to her you will secure your future 
peace and happiness, and show your gratitude to 

Mariana. 



LETTER XX. 

To Vakrius. 
You have soon forgot my dying admonitions, and 
the promise you made me, to quit the guilty a- 
mour you are still pursuing. Can you with deli- 
beration, with reflection, proceed in a design which 
must, if you succeed, plunge the beautiful Cleora 
in guilt and infamy, whom you love ? what could 
hatred do more ? 

But with what horror ought you to reflect on 
tlie injury you are doing to the geneTO>i^ t^^^VL- 
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sus, your benefactor ! is there nothing engaging in 
those titles ? or rather, are they not words of the 
most sacred importance ? Make it not the future 
interest of mankind to be your foes. 

A man of your pretended honour could nothtas 
the reproach of a lie, and yet you are acting alie^ 
practising the vilest treachery, and exposing a per- 
son of merit to ridicule. This, however unjustt 
must be the consequence of your success, while hc^ 
secure in his own worth and integrity, continues to 
caress the wretch that injures him. How can you 
support the stings of his kindness to you ? 

To this injured this generous man, you owe the 
height of your fortune. It was his interest alone 
that brought you into public trust 4md repUtatioa: 
to requite him you are violating all the laws of ho- 
manlty, bringing infamy on his family, and secretly 
endeavouring to rival him in the affections of his 
charming wife, the object of all his virtuous joys ; 
of which, from whom could he more properly exact 
die protection than from you I 

Can you unmoved recall the distress into which 
a crime of this nature plunged my heediess youth ? 
What remorse, what confusion, a moment's mad- 
ness cost me ! you was the only confident to whom 
I discovered the secret wound it gave my bleeding 

50U1. 

But how fatal was that one sally of an extrava- 
gantpassioa to all my future repose ! Despair and 

3 
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horror filled my breast, when I considered the io^ 
jury I had done was beyond reparation : retire 
ment was no more my sanftuary from the noisy 
crowd I the image of my crime pursued me with 
inexpressible terrors i the innocent diversions of 
life were tasteless, music and wit had lost their 
charms ; the proposals of pleasure were like jests 
to dying men, like recreations to the damned* 
Whatever decency appeared in my public behavi- 
our^ you were witness to the private intervals of 
my grief, and gave some relief to my anguish, 
by hearing my complaints with an obliging atten- 
tion : but Nature, afcer all its efibrts, sunk ; the 
pride of my youth yielded to the gloomy distem- 
per, yet the sincerity of my repentance found ac- 
ceptance : and, as my last hour approached, some 
propitious spirit breathed peace and divine consol- 
ation to my soul, and in these gentle whispers re- 
proved my infidelity. 

Why should presumptuous man, with feeble doubt, 
Aod impotence of thought, mark out the bounds 
Of Clemency divine f — What tongue shall dare 
Pronounce, with impious vanity, tl^pse words t 
** Thus far, nor farther, thy exulting waves, 
^ O thou abyss of sacred JLove ! shall roll ; 
** Here thy triumphant billows shall retire, 
** Nor pass the bounds of human diffidence.*' 

Bpt, however serene the last scene of my life 
was, I would not for all the joys the lower crea- 
tion could give^ endure the dUVuc\!\Qa ^XL\\ti«. 

Ffi/umel. E 
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morse tha^anc error cost me. Are you softened 
at the complaints of my misery ? be terrified a) 
the approaches of your own. 

Thus warned, I hope you will retire ; a thou* 
sand accidents have hitherto prerented your guilt, 
and crossed the nxadnesa of your lore : some pause 
of reason, some effort of virtue, may at last re 
cover you from the paths of Ruin. Comply witl 
Reason and Virtue, with Honour and Friendship 
with your own happiness and that of others ; witl 
the interest of the Vvirtg, and the desires of the JeaJ. 

HafioDosiU^*. 
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Jf THE MORAL ESSArS OF MES&IEtTE^ DJ? 
FO&T'ROTAL. 

OND the addrese which men hare never t^ 
: of Death but as at a very great distance^ 
9 view it but in some other person, without 
g themselves one moment in the place of the- 
, they have yet a farther art to delude them-^ 
5, by forming such a general and confused 
as conceals from them all that is most terri- 
1 Death y they conceive little else of this state 
IS a privation of sense, and a separation from 
ommcrce of life ; so that, when they say a maa 
ad, they only mean that they see him no rnore^ 
:hat he shares no longer in the affairs of the 
d. In a word, their idea of Death i» only 
ed on what men cease to do in dying, and 
>n what they begin to do and feel, though it 
lat which constitutes its most dreadful circum-^ 
:e. 

eath is indeed a privation of life and humane 
^Ay but it is a privation which is felt|. and ^tQ» 
Ez 
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duces surprising effeSs in the souL In order to 
comprehend these cffcQsj it is necessary to consi- 
der, that while the soul is united to the body, its 
attention is divided by divers kinds of sensations, 
imaginations, and passions; it feels the objcds 
which aft on the body according to their differ- 
ent manner of influence ; and these different ways 
of perceiving are called sensatmu : on these the 
soul forms its ideas of all things to which it is uni- 
ted by its passions, and is always employed about 
these objects ; and not only employed, but leans 
and reposes on them, when it is not entirely uni- 
ted to God : for not being made with a capacity 
to sustain itself, the soul necessarily seek* some fo- 
reign support. It was formed to know and love, 
but finding notliing within sufficient to satisfy these 
inclinations, it is forced with some other objects to 
fill the void it finds in itself. Some of these ob- 
jects make agreeable impressions on the sense, o- 
thers content our curiosity and vanity ; others rc« 
lieve the mind, by turning it from things which ap- 
pear disgusting \ some nourish its hopes, while o- 
thers fortify it against its fears. The soul inclines 
to all theobje£lsof sense, and is engaged and sup- 
ported by them in such a manner, that it cannot 
prove a separation with out pain and emotion* 
X We are not always sensible of these ties \ bat 
the soul begins to feel them when it comes to be 
separated from what it loves \ tt has then a sense 
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ivation proportionable to its union with 
> true is that maxim of Saint Augustine^ 
^possible to lose any thing without sorrow, 
liat we possess without passion." 

are few persons free from an infinite 
3f these engagements } and though we are 
of them till an actual separation discovers 
!y are, we may, nevertheless, conceive 
g, by separating ourselves from them in 
ights, and imagining we are deprived of 
some accident. 

stance, take a person who does not seem 
bis happiness in the objects of sight, and 
ley contribute nothing to the tranquillity , 
ind ; and suppose him suddenly deprived 
;ht, though in all other circumstances hap* 
should find him affected with the loss as 
test misfortune. The sight of mankind 
some consolation, because we always dis- 
them a certain appearance of compassion 
o give us succour in our necessities ; which 
nduiges our hopes, and those hopes excite 
" secret joy. 

bjects which in some respects are disgust- 
e soul, and raise its fears and aversion, yet 
views fail not to sustain it. For though 
easy passions cannot be altogether appea- 

the imagination always furnishes them 
ZATii or hopes that quiet them ; nv\u\c ^Jac 

E3 
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pursuit of these means, or the hopea of arriving 
at the end of their de^iresi employ and divert the 
mind. 

All the objects to which the soul is joined, by 
the sensesi imagination, reason, or passions,^ are 
its goods and riches ; and even those we call poor 
abound in these sort of goods : if they want pala- 
ces » or even a cottage, they have the sky, the sun^ 
and stars, of which the prospect is so magnificent, 
that ,St Augustine says, " It is a greater blessing 
*' for the poor to behold the heavenly luminaries^ 
** than for the rich to view their golden roofs.** 

Thus, in the privation of some advantages we 
comfort ourselves with others, true or false, that 
we either possess or hope for. As the body always 
finds something to bear it, since even when through 
weariness it falls to the ground, it there finds a sup- 
port ', so the soul, sick and feeble, never fails of 
something to sustain it ; and when there is nothing 
real^ forms imaginary supports, on which ^vain as 
tliey are^ it leans. 

This necessity of human consolations is not pe- 
culiar to vicious men *, in some degree the virtuous 
wart their relief. There are few persons so per- 
fect but they have still some remaining tie to the 
world ; fatigued by a long attention to spiritual ob- 
jfeclF, tlicy are forced, in divers instances, to aban- 
don themselves, and fly for satisfa£lion to their* 
*'ricnd;^y their children, their cstatesi to a field of 
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'dieir own planting, or an edifice of theit own rai- 
ttng. 

This 18 the condition of Man in this life, which 
may help us to comprehend what Death is, with 
the effects it produces. We ought to look on it as 
^e rupture of all that unites us to the creatures ; 
a general separation from the objects of sense ; the 
-cancelling all human ties and erery pleasure the 
«)ul found in them, with a total privation of what 
it loved and enjoyed on earth. When a man dies^ 
he loses not only what he called his wealthy but 
the firmament, the sun, the stars, the air, the earthy 
and all the rest of Nature ; he loses his body, and 
all those sensations that gave him pleasure ; he lo« 
^8 his relationsi his friends, and ail mankind ; he 
loses all relief, all support, and, in short, all the ob* 
jects of his senses and passions. 

Indeed, if the sou), in some degree united to 
these, finds itself also united to God by a holy love^ 
though the privation of the creatures cause some 
emotion, yet it sinks not into despair : For this Di- 
vine principle sustains it ; and growing more active^ 
confirms its hopes of being shortly united to and o- 
verwhelmed in that abyss of pleasure which alone 
•can satisfy all its capacity of loving. 

But who is able to conceive the state of the mi- 
serable soul, when it comes by death to be rent from 
all the objects of its inclinations s from all that sus- 
tained it during life, and finds uc>xVviV\^vu'\\.%tN!L ^xi. 

E 4 
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which to lean : its propensities to love, and enjoy 
what it loved, become beyond comparison more 
lively and ardent, while all the soul was fond of 
escapes, and flies before her with an everlasting 
flight, without leaving the least hope of fruition ; 
she loses all, finds nothing, all sinks under her, all 
vanishes and disappears for ever. 

It is not possible in this world to comprehend a ^ 
state so perfectly miserable ; all one can say, to give 
some idea of it, is this : — It is a terrible fall of the 
soul, by a sudden removal of all its supports ; it is 
an hprrible famine, by a privation of its nourish- 
ment ; it is an infinite void, by the annihilation of 
all that filled it ; it is an extreme poverty, by the 
entire loss of that which was its wealth ; it is a 
ghastly solitude, by the separation it finds itself in 
from all union and society -, it is a dreadful desola- 
tion, by the want of all consolation j it is a cruel 
rupture, which violently rends the soul from eve- 
ry object of its love. 
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LETTER L 

From Pbilahio to bis Friend relating bis unbappy a* 
mour wiib Amasxa. 
M7 dear Chamont, 

VV HATEVfiR reproaches my past follies have de- 
senred, I know my present misfortunes will raise 
your compassion. — ^The gentle Amasia is no more ! 
she expired in my arms, and I have paid the last 
rites to her memory. 

Your suspicions were just, that I had perverted 
and secretly kept her, contrary to all the friendly 
admonitions you gave me. The spring of my mi- 
sery was my father's marrying me at twelve years 
old, (O cursed avarice !) to a girl of ten, only to 
secure her vast fortune to his family. As I grew 
old, instead of liking, I conceived an unconquera^ 
ble aversion to the innocent creature ; but no ar- 
guments could prevail with my father to break the 
contract, and I was as obstinate never to complete 
the marriage. Thus entangled, I grew uneasy; 
which my sister observing, to divert my chagrin. 
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often carried mc with her to visit a young lady, 
descended from a good family, but decayed in for^ 
tune, and obscure* Having never met her before 
in any public place, I was surpiised at the sight 
of such an accomplished beauty, which her fine ge* 
nius, and a thousand elegancies in her conversatioia, 
still heightened. Here the guilty inclination be- 
gan •, which, never presaging its fatal event, I che- 
rished, and resolved to be happy in spite of the in- 
cumberancc of my young wife, who, without any 
matrimonial cares at lieait, diverted herself with 
her babies and play-things ; while I, priviledged by 
my sister's discretion and intimacy, continued my 
visits to Amasia, whom we always found with her 
motheri the pious and discreet Sophronia, whose 
only fault was being a little too reserved and severe 
in her temper. But Amasia had a natural dispo^ 
sition to books and solitude, with a temper rather 
serious and pensive than gay, which made the strict- 
ness of her mother's conduct and her own confine- 
ment easy. The little society she had was with 
some grave and good women of Sophronia's ac- 
quaintance, who took care to inform her, that all 
the men of the present age were rakes and atheists, 
and the young women no better, nor hardly so good 
as they should be ; and that conversing with such 
sage persons as tliemselves was the most reputable 
thing she could do. Amasia assented to these wise 
maxims, my sister and I being the only acquain- 



1 
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tuoe of a modern character that were admitted to 
the house. I made myself so agreeable to Sophro- 
nia, that I got the office of Reader to the family ; 
but, to my secret mortification, instead of plays, 
she confined me to history or sermons, though mj 
accent was better ^suited to the stage than the pul- 
pit : however, my fair audience were pleased and 
attentire, and I would rather have taken Orders 
than have lost my eipployment. But it was not 
long before cautious Sophronia saw through the 
disguise of my zeal ; and observing a greater gaie- 
ty than was usual in Amasia's temper in conversing 
with me, she told my sister freely her suspicions, 
intreating her, as she valued her daughter's reputa* 
tion, to bring me no more with her. My sister, 
who was perfectly virtuous, was alarmed at the 
discovery, and would never, from that time, suffer 
me to accompany her. 

I had now no way to let Amasia know the vio* 
lence of my passion but by a letter, which unlucki- 
ly fell into her mother's hands ; by this, confirm- 
ed in her fears, she charged Amasia, as she expec- 
ted her blessing, to send back any future billet to 
me unopened. This severe injunction she punc^ 
tually obeyed till her mother's death, which hap- 
pened in the midst of this adventure ; she was sud- 
denly seized, and finding her sickness mortal, she 
took the weeping Fair by the hand, demanding, as 
the last proof of her duty, that «he would, in the 
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presence of the all-sceing Deity, promise never to 
converse with me, or receive my addresses. 

This Amasia could not deny a tender dying pa- 
f eat : but oh ! how fatal to herself and me was this 
engagement ! how wild was my grief when my sis- 
ter informed me of the cruel obligation ! however, 
I waited till the formalities of sorrow due to her 
mother's memory were past ; when, with the im- 
patience of Love, I hasted to her house, and, brib- 
ing her servant, got admittance, without Amasia's 
knowledge, to her chamber. 

Never did charms appear to such advantage ^ the 
soft surprize, the modest confusion, the struggle 
between a tender inclination and the restraint of 
conscious honour, gave her a thousand nameless 
graces ; whether the yielding beauty, with a gentle 
languishment, betrayed the passion she had long 
disguised, or whether, recovering herself, with all 
the pomp of virtue, she reproached my attempt, 
still she put on resistless charms ; but in every tran- 
sporting variety of her temper I saw my own advan- 
tage, nor left the conquest unfinished. With deep 
rejpentance I now confess, it gave me an impious 
pleasure to find Love triumphant over all the pride 
of Virtue > but heaven soon avenged its cause, and 
humbled me in the height of my successful inso- 
lence* 

I had not long continued my visits to Amasia, 
but an affair of consequence required ft)y absence 
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for some weeks ; in the mean time> she was seized 
with a ^ever. As she found the symptoms mortal 
she wrotei and immediately sent me this letter. 

Jl4y dear Philario, 

Where are those ages of Love, that heaven, and 
eternal series of tranquillity and joy, with which 
you profanely flattered me ? The bright delusion, 
the visionary paradise, is already lost ; my sun is 
setting at noon, an untimely evening draws its sha^ 
dows over ail my promised joyst 

That immortal bloom, those heavenly charms, 
that you told me might bid defiance to sickness and 
age, are already blasted by a cruel disease *, a sud« 
den autumn has withered my prime; the lilies droop^ 
the roses die, chilling Winter has faded my youth- 
ful Spring. — ^But a few days more and 1 am dust. 

This truth sits heavy on my jsoul, and brings my 
■ guilt, with its full aggravation, in view y my mo- 
ther's dying admonitions, my broken vows, terrify 
me to distraction. My crime was not the effect of 
ignorance or inadvertency ; pitying angels set the 
penalties of eternal damnation, and the recompence 
of an immortal crown, in prospect before me > the 
caverns of Death disclosed their terrors, and the 
realms of celestial Light opened their glories to 
my active imagination. I was forewarned by the 
advice of a dying parent of the infamy and ruin 
to which this soft temptation has betrayed m»e» 
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I had eiperienced the satisfaction of reason and 
virtue 5 but for you I ventured for present and fu- 
ture perdition, and gave up my title to all the joys, 
of immortality^ And now, ye regions of Divine 
delight, you have no attractions for a mind so im- 
pure ; I would only fly to you as a retreat from in- 
fernal misery. 

And yet, too charming youth I you engage my' 
affections ; 1 would live,, but (O fatal madness !) 
I would live for you ; by you I was seduced y but, 
oh ! may your 60ui stand clear of my ruin I It is- 
myself, not you, I would accuse. 

Last night (if waking or in a dream I am un- 
certain) my mother's venerable shade, majestic in 
heavenly splendour, appeared to me, and bid me 
** Prepare for the silent tomb 1" — What preparation 
can I make ! what penitence can atone for repeat- 
ed perjury P for crimes against the clearest convic*- 
tions of heavenly light,^. and the sanction of volun- 
tary vows f 

What figures of speech could you make use of 
to take off from vices like these their deformity ? 
what eloquence did you employ thus to pervert 
my judgment ? by what infernal enchantment was 
I led on CO mine own destruction ? — Tou have un- 
done me, but I am hopeless I Can you make no re- 
paration ? cannot you reverse the injury, and talk 
as well in the cause of Heaven-as you.did in the in- 
terest o£ HelliU-Ob^ make the compassionate trial ! 
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—Can you pray ?— can ybu implore mercy for me? 
Persuasion dwell upon your tongue ! Could yon be 
sincerei Heaven perhaps may hear !•— My strength 
is spent ! — I feint !— Fly to my assistance, that at 
least I may take a last ferewelU. 

Amasia. 

This letter surprised and distracted* me ; I knew 
not what I did or said, but I ordered my horses, 
and returned with aU the speed that Love could, 
give me to the idol of my soul, whom J found, by 
intervals in her perfect senses,, but in the agonies, 
of death. 

The melancholy scene will never quit my me* 
mory. Death came, attended by his real and fan- 
tastic horrors ; he made his approach with every 
circumstance terrible to nature or reason: never was 
the passage to his waste dominions more gloomy ;., 
never did a departing spirit quit the light of hea^ 
ven with more reluctance ! 

** Oh !" she cried, grasping my hand, " whether 
" am I going ? to. what unknown regions ?. on 
" what desolate coasts am I doomed eternally to- 
" wander ? How dark the entrance, how long the 
*' passage, that opens before me!- — See yonder sul- 
** len ghost beckons me away !-another pale spectre 
*' summons me to the grave, and bids me mingle 
" with the dead.— How my senses wander !^— Ot 
• fbr a month's, a week's, an.haut'$> t^tvc^t^-V 
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Then, fixing her eager eyes on minei she asked, 
" Cannot you procure this for me after all your 
*^ boasted love ? — I am cited to the supreme tri- 
*^ bunal ! — have you the hardiness to appear for 
** me ? — ^The whole creation cannot aid me in this 
** extremity !*' After which she lay long speech- 
less and convulsed, and, casting a dismal glance at 
me, with a heavy groan expired. 

I could not refuse this sad recital to your request^ 
and my avowed confidence in you. It is some kind 
of relief to pour my grief into your b6som, and to 
excite in your^s a generous compassion, which I 
know you feel, for 

The wretched 

Philario* 
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Frcm Cassander to a Gentleman at Venice^ relating the 

murder of his Friend* 
My dear Friend. 

On ! why do I profane that sacred title .' If you 
knew me, you would start, as if the Fiends below 
had given you that appellation. — But I must un- 
rnask myself whatever horror the monstrous appear- 
ance gives you : perhaps som.e sparks of pity may 
mingle with your aversion, when you find my mi- 
sery bears some proportion to my guilt. 
Ohj think what it is ! — Imagine the dreadful 
3 



Moral and "Entertaining* 8i 

scene I would unveil — Recall the most tragical ac- 
tion that was ever represented on the stage, or the 
most bloody effect of fury that has been really per- 
petrated in human life. 

Why do not the tears that fall from my eyes stain 
the paper with a sanguine hue ? why does not blood 
instead of ink flow from my pen in dismal charac- 
ters to mark my crime ? why should I express my- 
self in the language of men, and not invoke the in- 
fernal Furies to teach me their dialect, that I may 
give my guilt its proper aggravation ? for mine is a 
deed of darkness, fit for the records of Hell — Mur- 
der ! — execrable murder ! — ^This cursed hand, that 
trembles every nerve to relate it, gave the deadly 
wound ! — ^Horror ! — confusion ! — scarce can I re- 
frain by the wildest imprecations to hasten that 
vengeance at which I tremble ; — it will fall too 
soon^ and with some terrible distinction ; for mine 
was a sin of a superior note, marked with uncom- 
mon malignity. 

In vain am I acquitted at a human tribunal, by 
the partiality- of Justice, and the solicitations of 
powerful friends, while, by my own conscience, 
and the divine laws, I am evidently condemned. 
What plea shall I find against the reproaches of 
my own reason, that restless monitor within ? To 
what shelter shall I fly from unerring Justice ? — 
Hide me, ye rocks i cover me ye mountains ! from 
the pursuit of eternal Vengeancet 
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IVly sm was an outrage against Nature, a defiance 
of all the laws of friendship and humanity. — ^Tou 
dare not belicre me when I tell you it was my friend. 
Oh distracting thought ! — my friend ! — the young, 
the gentle Antonio, that I murdered ! — ^I see him 
fall ! — I sec him Weed ! — ^The soul sits quivering 
on his lipe, his eyeballs roll in death ! — ^I behold the 
gaping wound, the last conruUiTC pangs, the pale 
and senseless corpse extended on the ground I the 
dreadful scene is for eirer new, and rises before me 
with insulting horror. The visionary Terrors haunt 
my solitary retreats, and damp the joy of society : 
my days are unacquainted with peace, my nights 
with rest ; the whole creation is an undistinguish- 
cd chaos ; the skies hare lost their light, the fields 
their verdure ; every charm is blotted from the face 
of Nature, the sweetest odours no more refresh me. 
Harmony with its soothing tones no more delights ; 
I sicken at the most luxurious banquets, the richest 
wines have lost their flavour ; Beauty no more in- 
vites, nor Pleasure with her softest eloquence al- 
lures me. 

Those fair gardens, where Art and Nature com- 
bine to rival all that has been fabled of the Vale of 
Tempe, or the Cyprian groves, these soft retreats, 
which were late my pride and delight, now yield 
a gloomy prospect, and look like the seats of De- 
ooiation and Despair : for here the bloody fact was 
done i here I violated Nature's great original law. 
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ide&ed eternat Justice, and sealed my own pevdi- 
tioo. 

You know with what frenzy I doated on the art- 
ful Marcella ; she was the idol of my thoughts : 
with her I spent my gay Kcentious hours* regard* 
less of my hononti my country, or my friends : for 
her I contrived gardens of pleasure, opened crystal 
fountains, raised bowers, perfumed widi every fra«- 
grant blossom, to entertain her ( nor once beiieved 
she could be capable of ingratitude, till that fatal 
night wAitn I surprised her witli the unhappy An- 
tonio. 

I returned more early than usual from an appoint- 
ed debauch, and not finding Marcella in her apart- 
jnentfl ran immediately into a private garden where 
ahe sometimes took an evening walk. The moea 
shone dear, and at the entrance of an arbour 1 saw 
her sitting with Antonio, loosely reclining his head 
in her lap. He rose, and came forward smitingt 
whether with an air of insult or raillery, I did not 
atay to consider ; but flushed with wine, and ea* 
raged with jealousy, I drew my sword, and stabbed 
him through the heart, while Marcella in a swoon 
lay cold and aensekss at my feet. 

My rage was spent in a moment, my amorous 
flame extinguished, and Friendship with all its force 
returned triumphant on my soul : I threw myself 
on the ground by the dying youth, supported and 
embraced him^ melted into teats> ^nd ^%lik;i'^\s^>^ 
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on hx$ pity to forgWe mc : my scnranta wer« alarm- 
ed| and rushing into the gardenj^ beheld the bloody 
scene. 

By thi$ time Marcella was rccof ered from her 
swooAi aikl reproached my rashness, assuring me 
she had employed all her art to persuade him to 
comply with that fiital assignation \ she frankly 
owned he had been long the object of her fondest 
desires, but that till then he had refused any secret 
appointment with her, from a sense of friendship 
to mci and justice to his young and beautiful wife^ 
whom he sincerely loved. 

This discovery distracted me. I cursed myself 
and her, and charged her to fly my sight for ever, 
kst I should double my guilt, and inure myself to 
murder. I was so far from endeavouring to escape 
Ae rigour of the law that I challenged it, called a- 
loud for the ministers of Justice^ witnessed against 
sny own life, and avowed the barbarous fact. But 
however I was cleared by a human verdict, I stand 
condemned by a higher and more righteous deci« 
lion : my conscience tella me^ 



-The door it ihnt. 



The Judge hai pau'd 1117 ereilatting doom^ 
Which aU created pow'r can ne'er reverie ;. 
My day's for ever gone, my lun ii set 
la final darknett ne*er to rlie again ; 
My raminer*! tpent, eternaT winter's come ^ 
The Kason'f past, 
0& mc no »y of Msrcj c*cr will iblac,. 
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No smiliqg beam of hope Will ever rise ; 
Justice divine, and iclf-condemning Guilt| 
Consign me over t#eternal woe. 

What repentance is there for a wretch who can 
make no restitution ? The injury I have done can 
never be cancelled. It was desperatCi it was irre- 
parable mischief that I brought on the wretched 
Antonio : I cut off his space of trial, his probation 
for immortal joys» and tore him from all his fu« 
ture hopes of salvation. I perhaps surprised him 
with all his sins and unrepented follies on his head \ 
his guilt might that instant be in its fullest magni- 
tude, while I, with a more than infernal rage, seiz- 
ed the cursed moment, and sent an immortal spi- 
rit to hell. He may now be loading me with exe- 
crations, and sounding revenge through the caverns 
of Darkness against a miscreant that barred the 
g^tes of Bliss, and opened his passage to the dun- 
geons of Misery and'endless Despair.^. 
These are the horrible images that haunt, and 
sometimes drive, me to the precipice of Ruin. Last 
night, in a dead and silent hour, I took my sword, 
and went softly into my garden, resolving to stab 
myself (so wild are the intervals of my grief) on 
the same place where I murdered my friend. When 
I came near I saw, or my fancy only made it real, 
a ghastly phantom resembling the murdered An- 
tonio, standing on the very spot where I gave the 
fatal thrust \ his countenance wan and doleful, hi^ 

^3 
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motfoidinteirei fixed full on minet wKile Bisban 
pointed ta the well-iibttated^round oa his breast 

The, sight Inhered, tmy strength, and the sw^i 
dropped: from mj trembHng hand ; goik made n 
a coward^ and. with a childish fear I has^y retin 
to my cl^ainber, calHng one of my senrants to a 
tend me* Bo unlike am Igrown to mysdl^ I sta 
at a shadow^ and dradder at the presage of a dreac 
am surrounded with ill omenSf'and tormented wit 
more JSxefvl forebodings within. 

We talk of racks, of hisrinigf snakes, and gnan 
ing worms i bat all die emphass dt human lai 
guage cannot describe die textures of aa accosin 
conscience. The united Ibrce of Art and Nattii 
cannot yield the least relief: die light of Paradu 
could not cheer me ^ the songs of angels woul 
but heighten my remorse, and augment the exqu 
site anguish ; the gloom of impenetrable night, an 
the sound of eternal tempests, would sooner soot 
these unutterable agonies. 

What priyilege is my being ? why am I curse 
with immortality ? Oh that my severe Judge,^ n\ 
omnipotent Adversary, would speak me again int 
my primitive notbing, and with one potent won 
finish my existence ! 

The beatu sre happy, they come forth and keep 
Short watch on earth, and then ly down to sleep; 
'^ain is for' man, and, oh I how vast a pain 
J^ crimes duB aude the Qsdhoid falMd in Tain ! 
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But why do I think it vain for me ? Am I of all 
human race exempted ? am I the only distinguish- 
ed sinner excluded from the benefit of that infinite 
atonement ? am I on earth, or shut up in the infer- 
nal prison? Oh atay, thou gUmmering beam of 
Hope, wkh one heavenly visit chear my benighted 
ioul. An uncertain if^ a flattet ing/9//f j//nfy, would 
be a nK)mentary heaven to me ; it would be re- 
demption from Hell, pardon to a reprobate spirit. 
And yet. , 

If I Tnuit perish, prostrate at thy feet 

The humble victim of thy wrath shall fall. 

Imploring roercy stitl ; for mercy reigns 

Triumphant in thy nature ; *tis thy boast ; 

The attribute that reigns on this side hell. 

My dear Clerimont, excuse my freedom V it t& 
natural for misery to complain : had I been ac- 
quainted with a person of more piety and generous 
compassion than yourself , I had spared you the 
reading of this melancholy relation^ to which your 
long stay at Venice has made you a stranger. A>- 
dictt* I know you will pity 

The wretched 
Cassandeiu 
F4 
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LETTER IIL 

To BzLTHHAf from Sylvia, io inform ber qfibe rMr 
' sons of ber sudden retreat into tbe country^ 

Mt dear Belinda^ I am indeed got back again. 
To hamilcti pUin-wock, ami to croaking rooks, 
Old- faihioii'd haUi« doU snntt, and godlf kooka. 

To a view <^ Nature in that nmplicity which yott 
rally so agreeably : but it is here I have recovered 
my peace, and am again grown a reasonable crea- 
ture ; to which those godly books that you seem to 
have such a notion of have very much contributed^ 
particularly Bishop Tillotsbn. 

I see you smile, not in malice, but good nature, 
at the sober confession, and want of delicacyjn the 
choice of my reading \ it diverts you,l know, that 
I should let Dryden and Otway ly stupidly by me, 
and impertinently spend an hour in reading a ser« 
mon ; that when I am so well at ease in this world, 
it should ever enter into my head to think of ano- 
ther ; and that, in the bloom of eighteen, I should 
have such a gloomy disposition as to think myself 
mortal ; and, if you will forgive me, I will own, 
that I sometimes read the Bible, in contempt of all 
modern refinements) and hope to form my life on 
! that antiquated scheme. These are, I confess, my 
dear Belinda, a^ery unfashionable set of thpught% 
and have nothing in them modish or polite. 
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I believe you will be very inquuitive to find what 
has put these odd, these strange unaccountable 
whimsies into my brain. 

It is love, (you start — you pity — you pray for 
me), but it is love, a tender hopeless passion that 
has had this surprizing effect ! It is an absolute de- 
spair of being happy i^ this world that has put me 
on endeavours to secure the happiness of the next. 
Could I-have possessed the idol of my soul I had been 
at rest, and had lost the relish of superior joys* 

But mine, with confusion I own it, was a crimi- 
nal affection, forbid by Earth and Heaven j my 
bliss was prohibited by laws human and divine. 
This confession will surprize you j but could you 
know the severity of my conduct you would excuse 
me. I have torn myself from the sight of the love- 
ly youth for ever, though I could have lost the light 
of the sun with less reluctance. My hasty retreat 
ipto the country was free and voluntary, and not^ 
as was thought, the effect of my father's command. 
I was sincere. Heaven is my witness, in my desire 
to free myself from the criminal passion, and I 
thought the most certain way to conquest was by 
flight. 

You know the tour my brother made to Paris 
brought him acquainted with Monsieur le Comte 

de R ; and when he came into England 

my brother returned with his family, I was in 
Town, and waited on Madame la Comtessc, who 
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fJKd me the honour to detun me flome^die wi^ 

her. 

Monsieur le Comte was one of the handaomeilk 
and best bred men in the worM^ and had as much 

of the English gravity as was agreeable to my own 
temper^ which made me find his confersation'verf 
grateful and entertaining ; nor had I liie least atn>- 
picion that there was any hazard in sndi a harm^ 
less satisfaction. I had co n f e r aed in Town^vith aa 
much freedom as a virtnous education allowed, and' 
kept an equal indifierence, without the least incli- 
nation to hm, or eren pretencBng to hate any mor- 
tal man. 

The Comte was perfectly wdl-bred, and my Ta. 
nity made me interpret erery little turn of gallan- 
try as the mark of some pecnliar value and inno* 
cent friendship he had for me. Any other diought 
would have shocked my delicacy^ and put me on 
my guard, against the guilty passion I found kind- 
ling in my breast ; which, instead of opposing, I 
indulged as gratitude, and a just sense of merit. 

But I was soon sensible of the delusion', and how 
easily Vice betrays an unguifded mirid under the 
specious disguise of Virtue. I found this freedom 
of conversation would prove' fatal to all the peace 
and innocence of my mind, which h^ now lost 
its native calmness, and I bfgan to experience all 
the fantastic effects of spleen, vapours, caprice ; in 
sAorty an uneasiness with myself, and cverY tlung 
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else in the worlds the charming Comtease herself 
not excepted. 

But this set my guilt before me in its full aggra* 
irstion. Envy and Deceit had till now been stran- 
gers to my breast) which made me start at the 
monstrous forms; every new favour from Madame 
la Comtesse reproached me with violating the trust 
and confidence she had in my truth and virtue^ 
and for having a wish that she had been less beau* 
tiful and deserving. The affection and intimacy 
with which she treated me gave me an horror for 
myself, and I was again generous and sincere, and» 
as I thought, perfectly confirmed in virtue, till the 
charming Comte appeared, when I found myself 
jealous, unjust, and perverted to vice in a moment* 

However, I disguised my folly, from a secret de- 
Hcacy in point of reputation, and an unaffected 
sense of honour. I am ashamed to tell you I had 
a thought that needed a disguise, though it was 
involuntary and unallowed j but I was an ill dis- 
sembler, and have some reason to believe the real 
disposition of my heart was perceived by the Comte, 
who one evening surprised me reclined on the side 
of a fountain repeating these lines : 

Come, blc8»*d Religion, with thy anger* face 
Dispel this gloom, and brighten all the place ! 
Drive this destructive passion from my breast, 
Compose my sorrows, and restore my rest I 
Show me the path the fainted virgins trod. 
Wean me from earth, and raise my soul to O^'. 
No mart let guilty Love my hcarl inSLi^isi^V 
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The Comte understood Eoglisih perfectly wdl : 
but I recovered myself wi;b as good a grace as I 
could, and put on more gaiety and assurance tban 
was indeed natural to my ditposttion ; andy to coi^ 
ceal my disorder, left him with precipitancy, .and 
returned to the Comtesse, who was in her apart* 
ment reading the story of Rhetea in the lifi rf 
Cyrus, She asked me, H&w I Uked it? The question, 
I am persuaded, was accidental ; but, with some 
confusion, I answered, That 1 thought H wtU toUL 
However, it.awakened my remorse, and gave me 
an exquisite seme of the injustice of my secret in* 
clinations. 

From this moment I resolved to go back into the 
country to conceal and conquer my folly* The 
tenderness and unaffected concern the Comtesse 
expressed in parting with me confirmed my virtue, 
and gave me a secret confusion for the injustice of 
having wished her less-happy. The calmness and 
sanctity of my soul sermed to be restored, and I 
had left the place a conqueror, if the Comte had 
not led me to the coach, and, by an accidental sigh, 
and a sort of a serious air in his face, given my mind 
a softer turn, and convinced me of the vanity of 
human confidence, and that Phad triumphed with- 
out a victory. 

But the retirement of the country, and serious 
reflection, soon freed me from the tumultuous ef* 
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fects of a guilty passion : the scene altered with 
infinite advantage, and all grew peaceful and se- 
rene. I am now reconciled to myself, and find 
an ineffable satisfaction in the silent approbation 
of my own conduct ; a satisfaction superior to all 
the empty applause of the crowds I reflect with 
pleasure on the happy change : my soAl seems now 
in its proper situation, and, conscious of its dignity, 
looks above this world for its rest and happiness : 
I am almost in a state of insensibility with regard 
to mortal things, and have fiied my views on those 
infinite delights which will be the certain lewarda 
of virtue. 

. What is there here to fil? these vast desires ? 

Should Fancy all her dazzling scenes di^play^ 

Our witihes unconfinM would wander still 

Beyond the limits oF these narrow skiesf 

. In search of boundless and immortal joys. 

Adieu, my dear Belinda : as long as I leave joot 
to the quiet possession of the dear Town and it» 
dear joys, you will not envy me all that a gay i- 
m agination can form of future pleasures. I 

have trusted you with the inmost secrets of my 
soul, and know I can depend upon your fidelity*. 
I am 

Your unalterable friend, 

Sylvia* 

Sec the sequel of thij story in LetUr v^ Part IL 
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LETTER IV. 
3# £«8BBn% Jhm m JOnstm 
Wherb sbtll I find rest ? The wide creatioii de^* 
nies it. I have nm diroiq|;h ill the Tttrietiet of 
human foUy, and seaidied ereiy famtj bdow the 
sun. I have tried what waa to be fiMUod in aaad* 
ness ; women, wnie, and frolic hare ififided mj 
hours; and I am now ttying whax aatu&ction 
Wisdom and Philosophy can yield. Ton ha?e 
made me at last a convert to nahnal Tefigion^ 
and turned me into a sort of a Tirtiiovs Headien* 
Morality in its practice is no longer my arersion ; 
I begin to think reason and immort^tty the high- 
est advanuges of huo)anity. ' That there is a God, 
all Nature cries aloud through all her works ; and 
v^hile I am attending those sacred dictates, in such 
raptures as these I often address myselff 

79 the unknown God. 

Whatc'cr thoa an, thou Excellence unknowa ! 
*Tis thee through all thy Tarions works we seek : 
I'hcse secret hfigvishinents, these fierce desires, 
Howe*er Ikeatiow^ free and imconfia'd. 
Pursue unseen an object infinite ; 
Through ev'ry lair disguise the leading Ood 
Allures our eager souU : that rosy blush. 
Those sparkling eyes, and soft enchanting smiles, 
Recei?'4 their charou from thee. Beauty is thine^ 
In all its conqVing powers : in thee 
We Udce up Pleasure to it) saaed MiSiTce. 
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We meet thee in the balmy western breeze^ 
The fragiance of the Spriiig, the spicy isles 
And all Arabia breathes its sweets from thee. 
From harmony to harmony we rise 
To that superior skill which tun*d the spherety 
Cave melody ta Gabriel's heavenly lyre. 
And ev'ry moving grace to Rolli's song. 

Whatever sacred force in Music lyes. 
The dying strain that cakns the wildest care. 
Or loftier note that prompts to glorious deeds; 
Th* in^iring God dwells in the mystic sound. 
And charms and captivates the list'niog Soul 
Through all her soft capacities of joy. 

But what art thou, the secret spring of Life* 
Supreme in all perfections, though unknown I 
More lovely than the fairest of thy works ; 
For thou art still beybnd similitude. 

StUl rising with distinguish'd eminence. 
In perfect beauty and unrivall'd glory. 

But what those beauties, what those glories, arc 
No mortal eye has seen, nor boldest flight 
Of Fancy, in her gaiest scenes, conceiv'd. 

Some soft celestial echoes from afar. 
Some glimm'ring rays, with a reflected light, 
Atract our souls, and kindle warm desires, 
Impetuous wishes, and aspiring hopes. 
Which own no bounds, but, infinitely free. 
Break through created limits with contempt, 
And seek the great Original of bliss. 

But, oh ! if i.ove — if Love's the boasted name. 
And darling attribute, reveal thyself. 
Unfold the heav'niy wonders of thy face. 
And stand in open majesty confess*d ? 

Why was I form'd with these aspiring thoaghts 
And elegant desires, these boundless aims, 
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That reach at Dothin|f short of God hbaMcMf 
. If *tis a bl'ss impotiible to man. 
If thou wilt Dcrer fill these vast detires» 
Why were they rais'd ? this eminence of thoaght 
Is but my torment— Oh ! recall again 
This glorious curse, this thankless gift, my reaaon ! ' 

This immortality,- my dread ! my horror I 

Far rather had I-flonrish'd in a plant. 
And only reach'd a vegetable life, 
Open'd my blossoms to the rising son. 
And dropp'd their beautlea ere the eventog dotes 
Or had I mounted with the featber'd race 
In heights of air, or with my fellow brutes 
At freedom rang*d the trackless desert o'er. 
Slept in a den, or stretch'd my careless bulk 
Secure in open. fields, he^kss of good 
Or evil past, or present, or to come ! 

Oh, envy'd lot to mine ! if I must live 
Eternal years excluded from thy face. 
Be it iii earth, or air, or in the deep. 
Where thou art absent ev*ry place is hell ! 

The fields and woods are often witness to these 
soliloquiesi while I fly from man to converse with 
the great spirit of Nature ; for you have at last 
convinced me of a Divine Presence, with whose 
immensity I am surrounded* To this conscious 
Mind I sometimes address myself; with pleasure I 

' grow acquainted with this propitious Being, and 
adore him as tlie spring of my existence* I seem 
to find some new capacities of happiness awake in 
my soul. I languish for some unknown joys, some 
yet unexperienced pleasures, and graW confident, 

that the Powcx$ wha raised dit^ 4^%ii^%H(\ll9it laat 

I 
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^gratify them. That sUcncc that sclf-rcflcction and 
retirement, that was lately my horror, is now be- 
come my delight ; while I am attending the dic- 
tates of Reason, and sincerely endeavouring to 
Icnow the will of that Divine Mind, who must be 
too beneficent to leave me m my present doubts, 
while I am sincerely seeking the heavenly illumi- 
nation. 

Thus far, my dear Eusebius, your argument* 
have had success. I have the highest obligations 
to you for not suffering me to degrade myself in- 
to the rank of animals, and for persuading me to 
assume the dignity of a reasonable creature^ In 
tliat capacity I am your most humbk servant, 

Philander^ 

LETTER V. 

7i Mrs * * ♦ *, from Amoret, giving an account of 
her criminal passion fcT Sebastian. 
Madam, 
How shall I begin ? what language can paint the 
confusion of my thoughts ? which, could you be 
sensible of, it would be some apology for the fatal 
secret I would discover. I am yet but a modest 
sinner, and can neither excuse nor dare disguise 
my guilt from one who, till now, has shared all 
the secrets of my soul. 

Oh, think what I would say \ imagine what it 
is I find such reluctance to dvscQVCt^ ^iid ^bkJx I 
Vo/ume L G 
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Biust discoTer, though it costs me all your esteem ! 
your esteem, which has been my pride and happi- 
ness : but even that I will resign rather than suffer 
you to injure your own character by a continuance 
of that frienship I have forfeited. 

I am not that modest innocent person you be- 
lieye me i there is no disguising my infamy, nor 
recovering my lost honour. 

I know you are surprised ; you hardly credit 
me ; you would fain believe I have belied myself ; 
and what I have told you is the effect of spleen, 
melancholy, any thing but truth. Would to Hea- 
ven that it was all frenzy and wild imagination ! 
that Iwere innocently unhappy ! that I had lost 
my reason and kept my virtue ! 

Oh, hcav'nly Virtue ! thine** a sacred flame, 
And still my soul pays homage to thy name. 

Ye chaste and holy thoughts, that once possessed 
my soul, return again ! return, ye smiling scenes 
of innocence and peace ! Ye secret Consolations 
of religion ! ye gentle "Whispers of conscience ! 
speak peace again to my unquiet breast ! 

I have not yet beg^in my fatal story : — Oh, 
let it never be told ! let it be lost in eternal obli- 
vion ! — but that is impossible, it is registered on 
my heart. 

In what dark cavern shall I hide my head ? 
Where seek retreat, now Innocence is fled? 

If my penitence bad obtained pardon fronri Hca- 



} 
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ven, the public would speak my infamy alottd* 
How am I fallen ! from what height of reputation 
to the lowest contempt 1 This, to a mind that still 
retains the nicest sense of honour, is an afiliction 
insupportable. 1 have no refuge from the insults 
of the world but solitude, and thither the thoughts 
of my guilt and infamy pursue me ; the country 
shades, the seats of Tranquility and Peacts afford 
me no relief. 

Alone through unfrequented shades T rore, 

And hope the sweets of Solitude to prove : 

But at my sight each verdant prospect wears 

A gloomy view, and every plant appears 

To bend its top, o*ercharg'd with dewy tears. 

What joy can I in these recesses find ! 

What beauteous scenes can please a guilty mind f 

In vain the Sun his morning pride displays ; 

I turn my eyes, and sicken at his rays : 

The silver moon, and sparklirt^ stars by nighty 

Torment me too with their officious light. 

Heaven and earth seem to reproach me, and join 
with the convictions of my own reason, which 
fully approves the rules I have violated. To what 
has my folly reduced me ? where shall I seek for 
peace when I am at variance with myself, and my 
prudence is inconsistent with those heavenly pre- 
cepts to which my mind assents ? 

I would tell you the story of my ruin, but every 
circumstance fills me with confusion. You know 
my seducer, and what a train of artifice he has 
G z . . 
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employed to complete it. You, Madam, gave tnc 
many gentle admonitions; but 1 was too secure in 
fny own resolution, and that disguise of honour 
"which the false Sebastian always avowed, and 
•ticver with more assurance than when has flattery 
l>etrayed me into his infamy. 

Time and place, the evening gloom and verdant 
.•shade, every circumstance conepired to my un- 
idoing. The whispering gales, the falling foun- 
tains, the green retreats and flowery scenes, height- 
ened the soft temptation : all nature seemed to sooth 
i!he tender passion, and gave my charming seducer 
new advantages s his form, his aspect, acquired un- 
usual graces, and his language was all enchantment. 



-And, oh! his charming tong^ae 



Was biU too well acquainted with my weakness ; 
He talk'd of love, and all my melting heart 
Dissolved within my breast— 

Oituay, 

Whither is my imagination wandering ? Ye Pow- 
ers of Chastity, assist me ! blot this guiUy scene for 
•ever from my soul ! let the remembrance of these 
criminal delights no more return ! let them be lost 
in darkness and oblivion 1 let me be entertained with 
more pure and lasting joys in some humble retreat, 
far from the noise and thoughtless amusements of 
the world ! I ask not princely bowers, or artful 
walks ; let me pass my hours in some unfrequent- 
ed shade, where the images of Vanity and Sin may 
nejyer ent£i 1 



Mordl and Eniertulnin^. riyp 

Oh, celestial life ! how Ao these peaceful scenes- 
sooth and flatter my soul ! thro' what enchanting 
paths does my imagination stray ! Ye vain Gran- 
deurs of the world, adieu : adieu, ye idle Amuse- 
ments and fantastic Pleasures r what shadows do 
you now apper \ how unsubstantial to^j^hese serious* 
prospects of Bliss I Let mc dwell unmolested here '^ 
let me lose the remembrance of this busy world, and 
hear no more of its distracting follies I here let me 
attend the happy period that shall untie the ban£ 
of life 5 and then. 

Let some fair spirit, form'd alone for lovc,- 

That's happy in its full enjoyment, 

Tune the celestial lute, and gently sing 

A requiem to my soul ; call out my life 

By the sweet powVs of heavenly harmony 2 

While on a ro«y couch I rest my head» \ 

And in the languishmcnls of Love divine 

Resign my breath, and wake in endless joy^ "^ 

In the height of distraction I subscribe,. 

Madam, 

Your's, &c- 



LETTER VL 

Tram Evandeil to a Libertine, 

To^ must excuse me, my Lord, if 1 should nott 

yield to the conviction of your raillery, nor dam» 

mjself in mere good manners and ceremony., 1 
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must coftifessy nerer was a bad cause defended unft 
more wit and tivacity ; but I dare not venture on 
eternal misery in the gaiety of my heart, nor give 
up my hopes of salvation for a jest. 

Nor can you blame me, my Lord, for being se- 
rious in things whichi to my apprehension, are the 
greatest realities, tho% to your politer imagination 
they may appear but dreams and chimeras. Till 
I can change my opinion, 1 should act unreasonably 
to desist from my'pursuit of what I think the no- 
blest end of human actions* 

As for your objection against my scheme, that it 
is a happiness future and uncertain ; your^s, my 
Lord, has the same disadvantage. 

Is there any mortal that thinks himself happy in 
any present enjoyments ? Some uneksy circum- 
stance or other mingles itself with all sublunary 
bliss ; it is some future expectation that engages 
the mind. To morrow*s assignation with a jovial 
friend or mistress depends on so precarious a thing 
as life ; which -thousands, before another rising 
sun, must resign, and your*s, perhaps, may be a- 
mong the destined number ; and in that very mo- 
ment your expectations perish, and prove as vision- 
ary as the celestial pleasures and divine entertain- 
ments that you turp into ridicule. 

On your scheme it is but a breath betwixt a man, 

a reasonable being, the Lord of the creation, — and 

Si clod of earth, a shadow, vrcvwt tvq\1Axv^ If the 
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machine ahould keep a proper situation to drink, t^ 
hvagy to laugh and dance, a thousand other chances 
may start up to dmppoint the promised joy ; which^ 
if you reach, fruition itself will deceive your hopes^ 
and leave you nothing but anxiety and remorse- 

This is what can never happen to me, though 
all my briglit expectations should prove a fiction ^ 
as soon as I reach the fatal period I shall be past 
reflection ; my gaudy hopes and being will end 
9t once, and leave me for ever insensible of my 
loss : in the mean time, as long as the dream of 
life lasts, the very prospect of boundless and im- 
mortal pleasures must give the in ind a greater sa- 
tisfaction, in mere speculation, than all those fleet- 
ing imperfect enjoyments whose fallacy you every 
moment discover. 

Let ray plan of happiness be ever so visionary. 
It is noble ; let it be invented by the craft of priests 
or politicians, it is superior to all' the luxury by 
which the greatest Libertine ever proposed to gra- 
tify his desires. 

Riches and grandeur, wine and mirth, music 
and beauty, are the height of your wislies ; but ail 
these either fatigue the mind with anxiety, or lan- 
guish and sleep on the senses. You have often 
owned to me, that a series of these enjoyments.has 
left you nothing but vanity and vexation; and 
have, in your reasonable intervals, confessed, that 
these are no more than specious ua.taes^ ^ud ^har 
G 4 
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dows of some original good that the mind througl^ 
every disguise pursues. 

This is the supreme excellency after which my 
aoul aspires > if it is imaginary^ the mind must yet 
be enlarged by grasping at the enjoyment of infif- 
nite happiness : for I dare confess my end is the 
same with your's j it is pleasure we both pursue ; 
and as at present it consists chiefly in expectationi 
mine must surpass your's by the proportion of its 
object. 

You have set your night for the Opera, to hear 
Faustina sing j. I expect the period when the cur- 
tain of mortality shall be drawn, and the scenes of 
eternal glories open, and angels solace me with ce- 
lestial harmony. 

The flowery spring returns to love, and your 
soft retirement into ovtt of the fairest seats in Eng- 
land entertains you ; while my imagination waui- 
ders through the heavenly Paradise, and recreates 
itself by blissful streams among the trees of Life 

You attend the happy period that, after long im^ 
patience, shall give the charming Zxrphalinda to 
your vows ; while a diviner flame animates my souL 
in the search of infinite Perfection. 

But tell me whenoe this wondroun flame began,. 
Ye aDgels who^ behold the face of God ! 
I caU the worm» mj brethren, and confen 
Corruption it my father ; yet high as your'» 
My withes rise^ the mac divine ambitipn,, 
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The same bright object, kindles my desirei.. 

O lovelier than the fairest of thy works,. 
Nothing below thyself, great as thou att^ 
Exalted aod supreme—nothing below 
Thyself can ever fix my restless thought. 
'J'hcse facultieg were made alone for thce^ 
Or I had never raisM a wish so high. 
Necessity of Nature leads me on ;. 
My reason has no theme, my life no end r 
Love, the superior passion of my soul, 
Finds nothing equal to its dignky. 
Give all the sun goes round to those that seel^ 
A happiness beneath the SovVcign Good ; 
One gentle look,, one Keav*hly spiile, of thine 
Has blotted ev'ry charm from Nature's face, 
And faded all the glory of the world. 

Why dost thou bid me listeD to the voice 
Of Nature, in her just melodious round ? 
Why doft thou bid me trace tfec flow*ry fields. 
The Springes gay verdure, or with wond'riflg eyc»- , 
Survey the circle of the firmament f 
What is there lovely oa the spacious earth,. 
Or in th' cthcrial round, compar*d to thee ? 
Compared to thee, the stars can boast no light ;, 
The sun itself, in modest clouds concealM, 
Pays homage to the great eternal Spring 
Of sacred life, and uncreated light. 

Whate'er at utmost stretch the mind of man 
Can form, in its unbounded range of thought. 
Of bright, or fair, or justly regular. 
When Fancy launches out to worlds unknown. 
And paints beyond created beauty fair. 
Still thou art fairer and more perfect still. 

I know, my Lord, you will pardon this poeticat 
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excursion, since I have been led to It by your ex- 
ample. 

I need not make an apology for continuing to 
insult you with my privileges, since I have no de- 
sign in it but what is abstractly disinterested and 
charitable. A place of trust or honour employs 
your thoughts, and calls for your perpetual attend- 
ance ; and when you think yourself secure of the 
gaudy trifle, your pretences may be lost by a mo- 
mentary caprice ; but my expectations run higher 
than any dignity this world can boast ; it is a ce- 
lestial crown and kingdom that fires my ambition ; 
I am in pursuit of infinite honours, and grasp the 
glories of immortality. 

You see, my Lord, in every respect, in love and 
glory, r have the advantage of you. Suppose my 
pretensions as visionary as you will, nothing can 
be more exalted than such a notion of happiness : 
it is endless and complete, unclouded with pain or 
sorrow ; whereas you can never boast of being per- 
fectly at ease, nor to taste pleasure unmingled with 
many mortifying evils ; in your gayest flights you 
cannot flatter yourself with such views. 

But this prospect is all peaceful and serene, not 
a moment's anxiety shall rise to break the series of 
eternal joy. Whatever holy cheat laid the plan, 
it is no dishonour to be thus deluded. Let poets, 
priests, or politicians, be the inventors, a thousand 
times blessed be tlie happy genius that provided this 
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relief to soften the chagrin of mortal life ! Wheti 
tired and sick of all mortal vanities, the mind re- 
poses itself in fragrant bowers, sports on flowery 
lawns, and wanders through Elysian groves, where 
the raptured fancy drinks at the fountains of Life^ 
and bathes in rivers of immortal pleasure ! 

Death, the gloomy period of all yo^r hopes, in 
the height of your luxury and most jovial enter- 
tainments, insults your imagination with this hor- 
rid aspect ; but this ghastly phantom, this univer- 
sal tenor, brightens into a smile, and in an angeri 
form beckons me away to endless rest. That un- 
tried gulf, that you expect will at once swallow up 
your joys and existence, appears to me a passage to 
undecaying life and pleasure. 

And let it sill be granted that my expectation, 
of future bliss proves a fiction, and Christianity a 
mere delusion, I shall be insensible of remorse or 
shame for my credulity, and shall ly down as glo- 
riously with the clods of the valley, and sleep as 
sweetly in my primitive dust, as your Lordship. 

But, oh ! fhould the objects of the Christian 
faith prove true, what a wild hazard do you run ! 
what limits will your confusion find ! Your shame 
will be as lasting as your misery : you will reproach 
yourself for ever, and be exposed to the derision of 
the wretched society to which you are joined ■ ■ 
// n^ya rienplus reel que cehj nt de plus terrible yfaisons 
tant qttt nous votddrms Us hravzi : ^^ TV^i^^'Wi^^i^^ 
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** more real dian that, nothing more tenible, let 
*^ us put on never so many, stout airs.^ 

I havei you find, obeyed your commandSf and 
sent you my thoughts on this subject, lo convince 
your Lordship how much t am 

Your devoted humble servant, 

EVAHDBR.. 



LETTER VIL 

From Hiammui So bit sister^ acquainUHg her wutiie 

unbaffy ^eu of bis fassionfir CLioaA, 

My dear Sitter,. 

It is with great pleasure I obey your command, in> 
letting you know the disposition of my heart to the 
charming Cleora. To one whose thoughts were 
less refined than your's my discourse would be in- 
credible ; but you are a sort of Platonici and may,. 
perhaps, approve the effects of a generous passion,, 
and give credit to the reformation it has made in 
in my life. 

You will forgive me, Madam, for being once in 
the right when I have dissented from you, since ir 
is the only instance I have to boast of. Had I been 
governed by your advice, and fled the fiar Cleora, 
instead o£ conversing with her, I might have been 
an unreformed Libertine : but she set Virtue in my 
vievK with its most charming advantages ; I saw 
sm angel in her form^ anilicw^ cd^VttJi mMic ia 
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her voice i she was the messenger of the skies to 

convert me ; I owned the credentials, and yielded 

to the heavenly inspiration. 

You know, my dear Sister, that her dawning 

beauty had made an impression on my heart before 

I went to travel, 

I watchM the early glories of her eyes, 

As men for day break watch the eastern skies. JXryien* 

1 left England with the flattering hopes of find- 
ing her free at my return, and with a full intention 
to make my addresses to her. While I staid at 
Rome, that imperial seat of Vice, the only loose 
amour I had was with a beautiful Italian who 
something resembled the matchless Cleora, who 
was still the mistress of my reasonable affections. 

But how great was the anguish of my soul when, 
after all my gay expectations, the first news that 
surprised me at my return was, that she was just 
married to Philarct, the man that of all the world 
I would not have hat<:d or injured 4 a man that 
had every amiable quality, and was the pride and 
joy of all his acquaintance : nor could I forget some 
former obligations his popular interest had laid on 
me. In this exigence I resolved to dispense with 
the ceremony of paying my compliments to him, 
that I might avoid the sight of his lovely bride ; 
nor did I frequent any public place where I was 
Jikely to meet her. 

But at last the fatal interview camc^ and^ la the 
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drawing-Tooniy sparklmg as an angel, I eaw the 
lovely creature. From this moment I became an 
apostate to Virtoei and^ secretly renouncing all the 
ties of Truth and Honour^ resohed^ with great de- 
liberation^ to be a YiUain. Tins noble design was 
the subject of my retired contemplations. With 
what wild) what impions soliloquies have I whis- 
pered to the Groves and Streams, wishing the 
laws of Heaven canceHed, and the state of Nature^ 
in the fiction of a Golden Age, reall These sense- 
less lines have often expressed my infamous rap* 
tures : 

sicde phu bcnreiiz mille fob poor let hmmwi^ 
Que k steck inr on nous tommes! 

Non parceque la tenre en cetsge parftit 
Donnoit toos les froitt fiuit CBlturei 

Que les fieuYes eatoint de lait» 
Que le micl dans dos bois couloit sur la verdare : 
Mais parccquc Ilioneur, ce tyran dcs nos ames, 

Cctte trompcuse idole, & co phantome vain, 
N'avoit sur Ics coeurs une pouvair souYeraign, 
Et nc s'opposoit pas aux amoreuses flames*. 

* O happy age ! a thousand times more MessM 
Than the hard state by mortals now possess'd ! 
Not because bounteous Nature did then yield 
Her fruits sponuneous to the soil untiUM ; 
Nor that the rivers flow'd with milky waves, 
Nor that the trees drop*d honey from their leaves ; 
Sut because Honour, phantom of controul, 
False airy idol, tyrant of the soul. 
Then to our am*rous flames no bounds consigned, 

1 hea knew no tovcreien Povycc o'er the mind* 
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Such were my secret extravagancies, the entertain-* 
ments of my solitary walks ; but in the height of 
my folly, heaven did not entirely abandon me. 

I took all handsome opportunities to follow and 
converse with the fair Cleore, a favour she never 
refused me \ if she had, I should have entertained 
more hopes than from the manner in which she 
treated me. I attended her coach, her chair, haunt- 
ed her at public places, ogled, stared, sighed, and 
practised all the modern fopperies of Love, which 
she never thought it worth her while to observe ; 
and, to my great mortification, I found I neither 
pleased nor molested her •• all my dumb eloquence 
and mute address was lost on her ^ she minded it 
no more, nor perhaps so much, as she would the 
frolics of a monkey. I might give myself what 
postures and airs I thought most becoming, and act 
the indolent or languishing lover without interrup- 
tion ; she looked as if she had no manner of ap- 
prehension what I was doing, or what 1 intended- 
My breath had been as well employed in talking 
of darts and flames to the plants and trees ; the 
jargon was so perfectly unintelligible to' her, that 
she either answered nothing to the purpose, or 
turned the discourse to some grave moral subject. 

And as she had the finest turn of wit, and the 
most graceful manner of speaking, in the world, 
every thing she said made an impression on my 
soul f every vice on whidv sti^ ^^X. "^ m^C«. ^S. 'v^*^- 
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my, though crer so modish, lost its credit with me ; 
and every virtue, though ever so severe^ seemed 
practicable with hec appbuse. 

The manner in which she treated my passion 
set me in a very ridiculous light to. myself. The 
canity appeared unpardonable that inspired me 
with the hopes of rivalling the happy man to 
whom, in the «ght of Heaven, with her vows she 
had sincerely given her esteem and tenderest afiec- 
tion. Whatever regard was due to such distin* 
guishing merit as Philaret's she gave lum ; nothing 
could be more soft and engaging than her whole 
behaviour to him. Her modesty was unaffected ; 
truth and justice appeared in all her actions ; in 
the gayest bloom of youth, and triumph of beau- 
ty, she practised the strictest rules of piety. This, 
joined to the most gentle disposition, and a genius 
turned to every thing that is beautiful and polite, 
makes her one of the brightest characters of the 
age. 

A thousand times blessed be the heavenly Power 
that kept me back from the ruin I courted ! and, 
by the example and conversation of the lovely wo- 
man, made me a proselyte to Virtue, and guided 
nie to a rational and lasting happiness ! 

But, my dear sister, this unfortunate event shall 
not encourage me to contemn your advice on any 
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future occasion v and, in this instance, I know yoa 
will forgive, I 

Madam, ^ 

Your most obedient humble Servanf, 

H&RMINIUS* 



LETTER VIII. 

From Bellamour. to Carlos, relating the story of his 
love to Almeda. 

I AM glad to find you so entirely satisfied, so com- 
pletely blessed amidst the noise and amusements 
of the town, I congratulate your enjoyment of as- 
semblies, optras, and niasquerades \ but all your 
boasted pleasures cannot raise my envy at present;^ 
nor tempt me back from the country. 

My mind is in such a fantastic disposition, that 
I find more satisfaction in talking to trees, streams^ 
and echoes, than to reasonable creatures* I con- 
Terse frequently with a row of willows that grow 
on the banks of a neighbouring river, and have of- 
ten called them to witness what they neither hear 
nor understand. The streams are often swelled 
with my tears without ever rising to a deluge ; and 
the rocks melted at my complaints without losing 
one atom of their bulk. 

But, while I laugh at myself, I shall easily for- 
give you if you should take the same llbcttX'* ^^c^^ 
Volume L Yl 
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enter into the ridicule o£ my character ; you are 
a lover yourself of the modern jovial kind, quite 
the reverse of the solemn antiquated form of Pastor 
Fido, Don Quixote^ and your humble servant. 

All this raillery is forced, and only used in po* 
licy^. that I may tell my story with a good grace ta 
a man of your gaiety. 

You know how the young Elvira was left to my 
father^a care by her mother, and, by a contract 
Between both our parents, was, from her child- 
hood, designed a wife for me ; but neither her 
beauty nor vast fortune have had the least influ« 
cnce on me to make any addresses to her.. I have 
conversed with her with great indifference, and 
thought I bad reason to believe she had the same- 
fbr mci But my father, in order to make good his 
engagements, when he was. on his death-bed, de* 
aired rae to promise him, with the greatest solem- 
xjity, to. marry her. As he had been the best of pa- 
xcnts,, I promised him without any reluctance, on 
condition Elvira did not refuse me, of which 1 had' 
some secret hopes : however, as I then had no o- 
thcr inclination, I was in no manner of care whe* 
ther she accepted or refused me. 

But when I was last in Town, and walking in the 
Mall* I met one of the most agreeable women I e« 
▼er saw ; she was tall, and exactly shaped, her eyes- 
krge and fine, with something soft and pensive in 
kti air,, fiomcthing^ of thought,, of wir,,of significaa.- 
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cy, which I cannot express. Whether I then met 
my fellow- mind that had been paired for me by des- 
tiny, or whether in some pre-existent state we had 
been acquainted, I know not ; but 1 flattered my- 
self she observed me without contempt. I spent 
n^.y time in following or endeavouring to meet her, 
and at last had made myself sa remarkable^ that she 
seemed to think herself obliged to avoid me. A» 
far as I could, without being ridiculous by my cu-^ 
riosity, I inquired after her,, but left the walks un- 
informed who she wasw I was in a day or two for- 
ced to go into the country, where I was detained 
for some months, endeavouring in vain to forget the? 
fair stranger I had seen. 

In this temper I was taking. a solitary ramble from? 
my own seat, till I came to the entrance of a wood 

that was near the Earl of \ park : here I found, 

surprising as a heavenly vision, the lovely form that 
had charmed me, sitting with- a Milton in her hand> 
which she was reading, with such attention, that I 
spoke to her before she saw me. She immediately 
withdrew into the park, but I followed her, and 
told her, the happiness of my life depended on her 
attention^ which in the most modest manner she at 
last granted, and heard the soft relation. That lit- 
tle success g;ve me such hopes, that I pursued the 
afi'air on every opportunity I could prevail with her 
to give me : for as my fortune and rank were su- 
perior to her's^ wlich was only deBeadcllty^^^R:R*•. 
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cd with fprcat caution, and convinced mc tliat ahc 
posscKSt d all that true grandeur of mind that con- 
scioufi virtue inspires. Her wit, the elegance of her 
behaviour, with a thousand graces that attended her 
whole c6nduct, secured hor conquest, and confined 
all my hopes of earthly happiness to the possession of 
the charming maid : nor did 1 fear the least obstacle 
to my wishes ^ for I had told her my engagement to 
my fathor, and the full certainty 1 had, ^as indred I 
thought) of Elvira's refusal ; which I now went 
to ask, with a perfect assurance that I should re- 
ceive it Her coldness* did not seem to have the 
air of affectation, but rather the effect of a secret 
aversion. 1 looked on myself to be a sort of in- 
cumbrance entailed on her by her ancestors, of 
which she would be joyfully freed ; and in the 
gaiety of my hem made her an offer of my per- 
son, such as it was, without the least expectation 
of being accepted ^ as 1 was, to my unspeakable 
confusion. She perceived my dibappointment with 
a modest but tender concern, and put me into a 
disorder that I could not easily recover. 

I knew my love to the beautiful Almeda was a 
secret to every body but ourselves ^ and if it had 
been known, I would do Elvira the justice to con- 
fess, there was a sweetness in her te.nper almost 
incapable of malice : however, I durst not discover 
the affair without Almcda's consent ; to whom I 
went in the hqight of my distrces, to let hef know 
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the disappointment : she grew pale at the rclationi 
sunk into my arms, and only spoke with tears ; 
but soon left me, without letting me know her 
resolution, till within a few hours 1 received the 
inclosed* 

To Bellamour, 

I BEG you to forget, and never think of seeing me 
again, nor let any thing tempt you to violate your 
engagement to a dying father. It would be bar- 
barous in you to abandon the fair Elvira, who was 
an orphan cast on the protection of your family. 
Do not entertain one anxious thought for me : I 
was the care of Providence when^I was unknown 
to you, and that will be my refuge in all future 
distress.— -Adieu for ever- 

Almeda* 

I am just going to discover our mutuil passion 
to Elvira, and to show her this letter, in hopes 
that compassion will prevail with her to refuse 
me \ and cannot but flatter myself with success, 
from the gentleness of her disposition. I am, in 
all the changes o£ Fortune, 

My dear Carlos, 

Sincerely your's 

Bellamour. 

See the sequel of this story \n Letter ^>i\\v/Pan>X^ 
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LETTER IX. 

To Philamo, from the Duke of * * * *^ wriumi m 

hii deathbed. 
Before you receive this my final state will be de- 
termined by the Judge of all the earth | ia a few 
days at most, perhaps in a few hours, the inrn« 
table sentence will be past, that shall raise me to 
the heights of happiness, or iink me to the depdii 
of misery. While you read Aese lines, I shall be 
either groaning under the agonies of absolute de« 
spair, or triumphing in the fulness of joy. 

Ic is impossible for me to express the present 
disposition of my soul, die Tast uncefit^inty I am 
struggliiig with ; no words ean paint the force and 
vivacity of my apprehensions : every doubt wears 
the face of horror, and would perfectly overwhelm 
me, but for some faint beams of hope which dart 
across the tremenduous gloom. What tongue can 
utter the anguish of a soul suspended between the 
extremes of infinite joy or eternal misery ? I am 
throwing my last stake for eternity, and tremble 
and shudder for the important event. 

Good God ! how have I employed myself ! what 
enchantment has held me ! in what delirium has 
my life been past ! what have I been doing ! while 
the sun in its race, and the stars in tbcir courses, 
have lent their beamsj perhaps only to light me to 
perditionp 
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T nevcT waked till now. I have but just com- 
fnenced the dignity of a rational being : till this 
instant 1 had a wrong appreh^insion of every thing 
in nature. I have pursued shadows, entertained 
myself with dreams ^ I hare been treasuring up 
dust, and .sporting myself with the wind. I look 
back on my past life, and, but for some memorials 
of infamy and guilt, it is all a blank, a perfect va- 
cancy. I might have grazed with the beasts of the 
field, or sung with the winged inhabitants in the 
woods, to much better purpose than any for which 
I have lived : and, oh ! but for some faint hope, a 
thousand times more blessed had I been to have 
slept with the clods of the valley, and never heard 
the Almighty Fiat, nor waked into life at his com- 
mand ! 

I never had a just apf^rehension of the solemmtj 
of the part I am to act till now. I have oftea 
met Death insulting on the hostile plain, and with 
a stupid boast defied his terrors \ with a courage 
as brutal as that of the warlike horse I have rush- 
ed into the battle, laughed at die glittering spear, 
and rejoiced at the sound of the trumpet ; nor had 
a thought of any state beyond the grave, nor the 
great tribunal, to which I must have been sum- 
moned ; 

Where all my secret guilt had been rcveaPd, 
Nor che minutest circumstance concealM. 

It is this which arrtis dcatVvm^ ^\\.^ \s.\xwc^\ 
H4 
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«lse I could still mock at Fear, and smile in ih< 
face of the gloomy Monarch. It is not giving u] 
my breathy it is not being for ever insensible, i 
the thought at which I shrink ; it is the terribk 
hereafter^ the something l^yond the grave^ at whid 
Z recoil. Those great realities, which in the boor 
of mirth and vanity I have treated as phantonu 
as the idle dreaiiis of superstitious brains* thet 
ftart forthi and dare me now in their most terribl 
demonstration^ My awakened conscience fed 
something of that eternal vengeance I have oftei 
defied. 

To what heights of madness is it possible fo 
human nature to reach ? What eitravagance is i 
to jest with death i to laugh at damnation ! to spoi 
with eternal chains, and recreate a jovial fane 
with the scenes of infernal misery ! 

Were there no impiety in this kind of mirth, i 
would be as ill-bred as to entertain a dying frieni 
with the sight of an Harlequin, or the rehearss 
of a farce* Every thing in Nature seems to re 
proach this levity in human creatures \ the whol 
creation but man is serious ; man, who has th 
highest reason to be so, while he has aflFairs of ia 
fine consequence depending on his short uncei 
tain duration. A condemned wretch may with a 
good a grace go dancing to his execution as th 
greatest part of mankind go on with such a thoughl 
icss^ gaiety to their gra^ev 
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Oh, my Philario ! with what horror do I recall 
those hours of vanity we have wasted together ! 
Return, y;; lost neglected moments ! how should 
I prize you above the eastern treasures ! Let me 
dwtll with hermits ; let me "rest on the cold earth ; 
let me converse in cottages ; may 1 but once more 
stand a candidate for an immortal crown, and 
have my probation for celestial happiness. 

Ye vain Grandeurs of a court ! ye sounding Ti- 
tles, and perishing Riches ! what do ye now signi- 
fy ? what consolation, what relief, can ye give me ? 

1 have had a splendid passage to the grave ; I 
die in state, and languish under a gilded canopy \ 
I am expiring on soft and downy pillows, and am 
respectfully attended by my servants and physi- 
cians : my .dependents sigh, my sisters weep, my 
father bends beneath a load of years and grief; 
my lovely wife, pahe and silent, conceals her in- 
ward anguish ; my friend, the generous Pylades, 
who was as my own soul, suppresses his sighs, and 
leaves me to hide his secret grief. 

But, oh ! which of these will answer my sum- 
mons at the high tribunal f which of them will 
bail me from the arrest of Death ? who will descend 
into the dark prison of the grave for me ? 

Here they all leave me, after having paid a fe>«r 
idle ceremonies to the breathless clay ; which per- 
haps may ly reposed in state, while my soul^ m\{ 
only conscious part, maj ^l^^ u^tcici\\\v^ VK^^^ 
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my Judge. My afflicted friendsi it is very pw 
bable^ with great sokmnityi will lay the sentelai 
corpse in a stately monument, inscribed with. 
Here ly«t die Great 

But could the pale caxcass speak, it would fooi 

reply J 

fa be marble, wliere f 
Nothing liut poor and lordid duit lyei here* 

While some flattering panegyric is proliounca 
at my intermefnt, I may perhaps be hearing m; 
just condemnation at a superior tribunal ; wher 
an unerring verdict may sentence me to everlast 
ing infamy. But I cast myself on his absolut 
mercy » through the infinite merits of the Redeem 
er of lost mankind. Adieu, my dear Pbilario, til 
Vfc meet in the world of spirits* 



LETTER X. 

From Celadon io Amasia, who bad seduced bim int 
a criminal love for ber. 

Too lovely Amasia i whither have you led m' 
heedless steps ? into what paths of destruction hav 
you seduced me ? I have done an action which wi] 
•never bear the reflection of reason \ an action tha 
will stamp an endless stain on my character, an( 
with which my conscience loudly reproaches roc, 
I have sinned agam^l ^V x\\^ ivc^ of honour axK 
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gratitude. The generouj/ m:\n I have wronged was 
the guardian of my childhood, and the guide of 
my yet unexperienced youih. 1 am entering into 
the world under his conduct and protection j he 
has been more than a father to me. Never wasa 
trust discharged with greater tenderness and fide- 
lity > may Heaven return it in a thousand blessings 
on his head 1 — Should he ever leave an orphan like 
me exposed, may it meet the same justice and hu- 
manity I have found from him; but, oh! may it 
never make such a return ! Let such villany never 
stain his noble race^ nor leave a blemish on his 
name ! 

These thoughts bring back to my memory all 
his gentle treatment, awake my young affections, 
and melt me into childish tears. — Oh, could they 
wash away my guilt, and restore me back to virtue 1 

— , -^ Yet rU look up, 

My fault is past : but, oh, what form of prayer 

Can serve my turn 1 

Sbahspeare, 

Curse on the maxims of the world, and that im- 
propriety of language that would disguise the 
basest of crimes with the names of amusement 
and gallantry ? Let me be singular, let me be un- 
polite, let me be unfashionably good, if I can but 
keep my peace, and justify myself to my own con- 
science I Let me inviolably observe the rules of • 
Truth and Justice, be fearless and open to the ici- 
t^pQction of Cod 5 and ti\2iY tN^xVa.^'Cvcv'j, x^'^'v^'^^ 
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rest on all the modish appellations and refinemeots 
that would soften the horror of a base and treacb* 
erous action i 

These were the principles in which the injafcd 
Altamont instructed me, and confirmed by his own 
grtat example. My mind had been elevated bf ^ 
the rehearsal of heroic actions, and a love to die 
public interest ; by a philosophic fortitude, and the 
command of my passions. Such were the modvet 
that governed me, till the fatal day came that nuuie 
you a bride to the deluded Altamont 9 from whidi 
unhappy period I may date my apostasy from viiw 
tue. You taught me softer maxims, and pervert* 
ed the nabic ardo)ir of my 6oul into loose and in- 
famous designs ; while you caressed me with aa 
open freedom, which my early years, and your hus* 
band's affection for me, too easily excused. 

Till then I had been a stranger to love j and, 
thoughtless of danger, left myself unguarded to all 
your charms ; ignorant whither the growing pas- 
sion led, nor thought the pleasure criminal which 
I took in your conversation : but I was soon soft- 
ened into sin, and unwarily took in the deadly poi- 
son, while you indulged the guilty inclination, and 
soothed me into ruin. 

What infernal delusion perverted your judgment, 

• when you preferred me to the man to whom you 

had given your vows ? The vainest of all your sex 

niight have limited hex 9^m\>\uoivm\3ck.v3.d\'j. cou*- 
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quest. If the most agreeable person, the best tem- 
per, joined with unblemished equity to man, and 
piety to God, ever claimed esteem, he might justly 
challenge it from all that knew him. 

But he had a right to your affection by a thou- 
sand tender engagements, and by his entire confi- 
dence in your fidelity ; not from any credulity of 
temper, but from his own innate hbnour, and a soul 
incapable of treachery or distrust. With an artifice 
which only Hell could teacn, you have secured the 
esteem of a man who, in all things else, acts with 
the greatest judgement and penetration. 

It was the disguise I saw you practise that re-^ 
called me back to truth and honour : in your crime 
I perceived my own guilt, and abhorred the mon- 
strous part I had been acting. While he, my guar- 
dian, my protector, had been fatiguing himself with 
cares and journies to secure me from wrongs and 
injustice, 1, in his own house, proved a traitor to 
his honour, and invaded the most sacred rights of 

his affection. Oh that he Would appear to my 

view an enemy, a villain, any thing but a friend 
and benefactor ! These titles confound and pierce 
my soul with the most exquisite torments. . 

The fever from which 1 am just recovered was 
not half so threatning to my life a^ the expresssions 
of his kindness ; when, with the tenderness of a 
father, and the benignity of a friend, he watched 
my languishing intervals^ and discovered ^^ "ons^^ 
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affectionate concern for my life. How exquuB 
was my remorse ! Nothing but the dread of etem: 
Vengeance could have Icpt me from putting an en 
to that life for Which he showed such an unfcignc 
concern • 

^ My crime stood in aB its aggraTations before mc 
i| the secret sense of my guilt was worse than deal 

I or infamy 3 I abhorred the disguise of virtue b 
j| which I deceired him : na consideration but his ha] 
!i piness could haverestrained me from confessing m 

Tillanyi and giving myself up to his just reproacfai 
and vengeance. I could have smiled on Death» an 

II welcomed the fatal stroke from his hand, coul 
ii,| that have been an eipiation for my guilt. 

|li; But I had my peace to make with Heaven, an 

i. . found another sort of expiation necessary to secui 

me from divine vengeance ; so that, as much as 
was tired with life, death was no refuge^ nor coul 
I fly to the grave as a sanctuary: yet, as soon s 
ever my health permits, I am fully determined t 
make myself an exile from my native country, an 
fly the sight of my injured friend for ever. Bur^ 

— — — where shall I find refuge? 

No barh'roni nation will receive a guilt 

So much transcending theirs, but drive me out ! 

The wildest beasts will hunt me fiom their deni^ 

And birds of prey molest- me in the graye. 

I dare not see you. Madam, to take a last far 
well. You have beauty, and i am human ; and, a 
tct these coni^alonS) dio\iid tke dangerous flaa 
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again klndlc,^ I must sin away all hopes of forgive- 
ness from God or man. Make what reparatioa 
you can to the best of husbands by your future 
conduct : it is the last advice you will receive from 
tlic unhappy Celadon,. 



LETTER XL 

To my Lord * * * from a statesman^ 
My Lord, 

Tour commands are very obliging, in giving me 
an opportunity to be impertinent, by entering into- 
a detail of my solitary amusements in this absolute 
retreat from all the polite arid agreeable part of so- 
ciety. It is well 1 h^ve your gracious- indulgence 
to talk of myself, and be the hero of my own ro- 
mance 5 for^ without vanity, I meet nothing here- 
more considerable y nor is it without justice that I 
claim the privilege of personating the superior part 
in the drama*. 

Indeed I was never more sensible of my owm 
dignity j abstract from business, or diversion, my 
mind retires within itself, where it finds treasures* 
till now undiscovered,, capacities formed for infi- 
nite objects, desires that stretch themselves beyond 
the limits of this wide creation in search of the great 
Original of life and pleasure. I find new powers 
exerting their energy, some latent exercises, which,, 
till now, 1 have been a stranger to : I have indeed, 
tcard from, the men wUalcs^dx ^uOa.'\\sJv\ l-ii^'c'^v 



j 128 LETTERS 

• (as I then thought them, that the soul was imilK 

tal, and cat)able of celcbtial joyg ; but I rather wti 

ed than believed these transporting truths and p 

them on a level with the poets' rosy bowers^ th< 

! myrtle shades, and soft Elysian Fields \ but nov 

I am convinced of their evidence, and triumph io t 

J privileges of my own bein^. I rejoice to thu 

I ' that the moment I begun to exist i entered on 

I eternal state, and commenced a duration that s'h 

I run parallel to that of eke supreme and self-exi 

ji cm Mind. / 

' ! This prospect animates me with a divine ami 

I' I tion, and casts a reproach on all created glory : t 

"' world vanishes, its charms and soft allurements a 

jl no more 5 a veil is cast on mortal beauty, the sp 

:■ is broken, the enchantment dissolved. 

You smile, 1 know, and take thb for an imaj 
nary triumph, a sort of cowardly insult in the a 
1 1 sence of an enemy. You will tell me this contem 

of grandeur appears with an ill grace in one tl 
has the possession of a splendid post in the gover 
ment : but this, my Lord, is what has given me 
just opinion of the world, and of myself. A co 
stant series of success and prosperity has convinc 
me. that the whole creation cannot make me blct 
cd. My ambitious designs have never been disa 
pointed ; in love, by a strange caprice of the sex, 
have been always fortunate ; but whatever pleasu 
/ pursued; the enjoyment always undeceived or d 
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•gttsted me. Sometimes I was too wisCj and some- 
times too capriciousj to be pleased* 

Why Tm I not at rest ! why cannot these objects 
satisfy, or at least delude me with a dream of hap- 
pincss ? why must I so exactly balance the weight 
of evil that mingles with every good ? Had I these 
reflecting powers to make me thus nicely misera- 
ble ? I am reasoning away all xht satisfaction of 
human life, and growing wise to desperation : I 
cannot so much as amuse myself with an airy hope ; 
I have tried all the vanities below the sun, and 
there is no novelty left to flatter me } I know the 
utmost that Beauty and Greatness can give, and 
am cured of love and ambition by experimental 
evidence. 

What a paradise, what lasting joys, did I pro- 
mise myself in the possession of the admired Aspa- 
sia ! Yhe yielding beauty, by granting my desires, 
lost my esteem j her charms vanished, her wit was 
impertinence, and her artifice disgusted me. This 
put a period to my gallantries : the women were 
no longer angels, but mere erring mortals,' with 
whom I conversed on a level, without any temp- 
tation to idolatry. Balls and assemblies, dancing 
and dress, were no longer the subjects of my se- 
rious application, nor the supreme design of my 
being* I no longer interested myself in the success 
of any modish entertainment ; with great modera- 
tion I heard the grand conttovets^ vjVq '^^\>^^^it.^^> 
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Cttzzohi ior Tnustina^ and I left the important 
truth to be decided by irore capable jadges. I 
yielded an in\plicit assent to erery i^H-dfessed cri- 
tic, who affirmed Mrs — was the bestactressof 
Polly in the Beggar's Opera; and never bcttaf- 
^ any intemperate zeal, or breach of charity, a* 
gainst those who dissented. I knew erery beav 
and fine lady in Great Britain had a right to judge 
for themselves} and (hat being too positive might 
endanger die public peace. 

•But these soft follies were onlly discarded for triMV 
specious vanities-: distinction and power, titles and 
equipage, now employed my thoughts) amlHtiott 
took fuU possession of my soul i — I reached die en* 
vied height, and made myself gloriously miserable. 
The period from whence I resolved to date my hap« 
piness begun with distrust and ansiety : instead of 
friends, ! found myself surrounded with flatterers 
and mercenary dependents. Impatient, and fati- 
gued widi the crowd, i sometimes withdrew to my 
apartment, and in solitary grandeur tried what joyt 
the contemplation on my quality and titles could 
give ;— •* The most Noble ! — rhe right Honour- 
-»* ablei"— " Ye potent Wordjj !"-I cried, " where 
** is your energy ?■— Ye mighty Sounds, that once 
** fired my soul •! where is your accustomed force ? 
*^ have ye no pleasing magic to still the tempest 
•^ within ! — Ye boasted names of Trust and Pow« 
f^ ci! why can ye no \ongex\aci^^v.cm^ ^^itits, noc 
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*^ sohcc my moments of leisure and tctircmeiit ? 
" Is there nothing in the glittering coronet, this 
" popular toy, to divert me i While I am surrqund- 
** ed with the peagcntries of state, and see so many 
•*' badges of my own dignity, why does not my 
^^ mind elate itself, and brighten into ecstacy ?'* 
One would think it impossible to be splenetic with 
these fine panegyrics and elegant dedications lying 
before me. * Here I find myself a hero, a wit, a 
handsome man, a virtuoso ; and, to sum up all, an 
universal blessing to mankind. This darling theme, 
this catalogue of my own good qualities, one would 
imagine should gladden my heart, and give me some 
vivacity; and yet really, my Lord, as agrecablc^ aar 
the subject of my own merit is, it would hardly 
have kept me awake, if the vexations of state Had 
not done it. 

My late indisposition has given me a jtist excuse' 
to withdraw from public affairs. I have found a 
romantic retreat, surrounded with a charming va- 
riety of woods, open lawns, and flowery Vales, in 
their uncultivated beauty ; here I rove unattended 
and free, with no circumstance of grandeur, but 
the consciousness of a reasonable and immortal 
being : I have the joy to find 1 c^an stand on my 
own legs, s^nd move from place to place with^a spon- 
taneous motion, without the assistance of a painted 
machine, the prudence of my coachman, and the 
vigour of 'my horses. 

I 2 
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I have tried what delights were to b^ found in 
madness and follyj and am now in pursuit of what 
wisdom and philosophy can yield. In the fair crea* 
tion I trace an Almighty Power, and see the fan- 
mense Divinity impressed on all his works. In* 
6pired with a charming enthusiasm^ I address the 
great Spirit of Nature in these soliquies : 

Ye Woods and WilcU, receUre «iie to your <liftde ! 
These atitt retreats my contemplatioii aid : 
From mortak tying to yovr thatte abode, 
r.et me attend th* mstructhre voice of Ood 1 
He speaks in all* and is in all things found; 
I hear him, 1 perceive him all around ; 
In Nature's lovely and unblemiih'd lace^ 
With joy, his sacred lineaments 1 trace. 
O glorious Being ! O sBpremely Fair ! 
How free, how perfect, thy productions are ! 
Forgive me, ^vhile, with curious eyes, I view 
Thy works, and boldly thus thy steps pursue : 
The silent valley, and the lonely grove, 
I haunt, but, oh 1 'tis thee I seek aad love : 
'Tis not the chant of birds, nor whispVing breeze, 
But thy soft voice, 1 seek among the trees : 
Invoking thee, by silver streams \ walk. 
To thee in solitary shades I talk : 
I speak thy dear lov'd name, nor speak in vain; 
Kind Echoes long the pleasing sound retain. 
Reviving sweets the op'ning flow'rs disclose. 
Fragrant the violet and the budding rose ; 
£ut all cheir balmy sweets from thee they steal, 
And something of thee to my sense reveal. 
Fair look the stars, and fair the morning ray. 
When Bi$t the fields their painted scenes display ; 
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Glorious the sun in his meridian height ! 

And yet compar*d to thee, how faint the light I 

Ador*d Artificer ! what skill divine ! 
What wonders in the wide creation shine X 
Order and majesty adorn the whole. 
Beauty and life, and thou th' inspiring Soul ; 
Whatever grace or harmony's expressM 
On all thy works, the God is there confessM r 
Buc, oh I from all thy works how small a part 
To human minds Is known of what thou art t 
Fancy gives o*er its flight in search of thee,. 
Our thoughts are lost in thy inomensity- 

The thoughts arc my bwn, but I am modest 
enough to confess the cadence and rhyme are bor- 
rowed J and, as you are a patron of the Muses, I 
believed the harmony would please you : but you 
are certainly overjoyed to find the rapture is finish- 
ed ; and that, after this elevation, 1 am composed 
enough to subscribe myself, 

Your Lordship's 
most devoted 

humble servant, 

FniLAliDER;.. 

; 

LETTER XTL 

7o MiRTiLLO, Jrom a physician^ gi'^i^g him an ac* 
counnt of his failing in love with a fair stranger. 
My dear Myrtillo, ^ 

The engagement I am under to attend the Earl 
of ill his illness, will deUvxvl tCkfc Vwv'^t.Vv^'v^J&S' 
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country than I designed ; nor is this the only ftio* 
tive that has kept me here. 

I can conceal nothing of importance without a 
breach of that confidence .1 have in you ; uor cani 
deny myself the pleasure of telling the tender story 
of my care. 

You will be surprised^ that the person who con* 
versed in the Mall^ the Play-house, and Opera, widi 
such indifference, should turn lover in the country: 
but it is a seiious truth, and will not admit of rail* 
lery : all my earthly happiness is in suspense, and 
depends on the success of this passion. 

Nor will you cenbure me, when I tell you, that 
my conqueror is the lovely Stranger that appeared 
in public last winter with the Duchess of J 

did not see her then \ and if I had, business or di- 
version might have guarded me from the soft tor- 
prise : but all nature, every alluring circumstance 
conspired here to vanquish and enchant me. 

The evening was fair, and, with Mr Thomson*! 
excellent poem on Summer in my hand, I took a 
walk, and read by intcrvab, till all my soul vn$ 
composed and harmonious. 

These are the haunrs of Meditation, thcie 

The scenes where ancient bards tfi* inspiring breath 

£cstatic fcit ; and (com the wo:M retir'd, 

Convcrs'd with angels and immortal fomit. 

On heavenly criand bent— to save the fall 

Of Yiituc struggling on the brink of Vice, 
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To hint pure thoughts, and warn the £aTOUi*d soul. 
For future trials fated to prepare. 

In this visionary temper I had wandered about 

a mile from the Earl of ^^s gardens and park^ 

till I entered a winding valley, green and flowery 
as the Elysian Fields 5. a silver stream ran rourmurf 
ing along the middle, and willows, in equal order, 
adorned the banks : it was not perfect nature, some- 
thing of art appeared, but in the most agreeable ne- 
gligence. There were many httle mossy seats rais- 
ed along the sides of ' the river ; but what pleased 
me most was a grotto, which looked like the retire- 
ment of some Sylvan deity ; I entered and lost my- 
self in a pleasing contemplation, till the sight of 
the most charming object \ ever beheld surprised 
me. She seemed 

Fairer than fam'd of old, or fabled since 

Of Fairy damsels, met in forest wide 

By errant knights "> JS/THtn* 

Her shape and features were perfectly regular j 
her complexion clear as the light.-r — But I might 
as well paint Virtue or Harmony as describe the 
graces of her mien and aspect j in which there was . 
nothing of that gay and thoughtless vivacity that 
most of her sex think so becoming •, but something 
sp serious and composed, something that expressed 
a mind within conscious of its own dignity and hea- . 
venly original* She advanced till she came near 
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the arbour that cencesded me, and then, seating Imm^ 
self on the bank of the river, in a pensive poetme^ 
leaning hev cheek on her hand, white as the new* 
fallen snow, with a soft and graceful accent the 
repeated the following Unes out of Sir Riduuad 
£lackmore's fine poem on the Creation. 

Thy force alooe, Religion, Death disarinf. 

Breaks aU his darts, and ev'ry fiper charms ;, 

Soften'd by thee the grisly Foim appear* 

No more the horrid object of oar Uum, 

We, ucdismay^d, this awful Pow*r obey, 

l^hat goidea us through the safe, though gloomy way 

Which leads te lift 

I heard her with a very tender concern, because: 
there appeared something in her complexion toa 
delicate for a state of confirmed health,. which was,. 
perhaps, what led her to such a serious thought.. 
While she was going on, a spruce footman came 
to tell her supper was ready, and her father wait« 
ed for her : she rose immediately, and followed the- 
man at some distance. When they were gone, my 
curiosity ventured some paces forward, and at the 
end of the walk I' perceived a pretty romantic pile- 
of building where she entered. But the evening 
grew dusky, and I hasted back to the Earrs seat^. 
and, retiring to my apartment, passed my time itt 
writing this adventure, of which youshall hear the: 
aequel in my ncxL. 
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But I am grown a lover in one fatal moment, and 
ki this deplorable circumstance am 

Your devoted humble servant, 

Leander.. 



LETTER Xlir. 

To the samCy relating the death of his misiress^ 

My last informed you in what a serious passion I 
was engaged ; but the tragedy is how finished, and 
1 am past the possibility of b^ing happy in this, 
world- 

A few days after my last adventure there came 
a message from a neighbouring gentleman for mc 
to attend one of the family wha was \\\\ I follow- 
ed the servant, and founds to my surprise, it was 
the house where all my hopes were confined. I 
was immediately conducted to the apartment of my 
patient, who proved the lovely woman I had seen 
in my^last ramble ; she was sitting in a chair, pale 
and negligent, but perfectly graceful in the height 
of her disorder. 

No words can express my grief when I found? 
the symptoms of her distemper fatal •, indeed the 
distraction of my mind was so remarkable that 
she could not but observe it ; and perceiving her 
own danger in my concern, she asked me, without 
the least emotion^ " if I \v?l§ ^vyc^tx^^^ \a \\^Vs^>K!t^ 
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** mortal ?" but she desired me, " since It WH a 
^* truth of which she was entirely convinced^ tq 
** speak my opinion without the least flattery or 
«* caution." 

This true greatness of mind confirmed my c- 
steem, and heightened my concern for her life : but 
I was in the last exigence what to reply. I durst 
not flatter her in the common strain of my piofes- 
sion^ nor could I imitate that insensibility which 
tjie young heroine acted in an event on which the 
future happiness of my life depended. 

I was ashamed to weep ; but while sorrow kept 
me silent the dying beauty told mc, some intervals 
of disorder she lately felt had made the durknesa 
of the grave, and the solemnity of a deathbed, fa- 
miliar scenes to her imagination. ** Waiting for 
•* my last hour," added she, ** without consterna« 
** tion, I find this mortal structure sinking into the 
*^ dust \ but methinlLS I find the nobler powers of 
** my soul kindling into life and immortality." 

What are the laurels and trophies of conquerors^ 
compared to this scene of triumph^ which now I 
could have envied ? But my charming patient dc-. 
sired she might try to rest, and I retired, resolving 
not to go from the house till I saw the event. She 
lay as if she slept till the morning, when I was 
hastily called, and found hei' past all hopes, but of 
a few hours life ; her senses were perfect^ and a. 
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sort of languishing beauty adorned her face, charm* 
ing beyond all the vivacity of health. 

These were some of her last words, uttered with 
a faint but pleasing accent, the sound of which I 
shall never forget. 

** O Death I how hast thou disguised thy ter* 
f* rors, and put on an angeFs form to approach 
*^ me ! What welcome, what transporting tidings 
** hast thou brought me ! I come, thou kind mcs*- 
•* senger of my liberty and happiness j I obey thy 
** gentle invitation." 

When shall the curtain fall, and these blissM eyei 

Meet all the dazding wonders of the skies ? 

Oh, rend the hated veil, and take away 

The dull partition of this brittle clay! 

Come, heav'nly day, which ne*er shall see a cloud ! 

Come, cheering smiles, from the bright face of God. 

*' I see, methinks, the glimmering of celestial 
*' light, and bliss the dawning of everlasting day \ 
'* the shadows are %ing, and the heavens c^en- 
** ing their inmost glories before me j in a few mo- 
<< ments I shatt enter the blissful habitations, the 
*^ dazzling recesses, of the Most High, whom I 
** shall behold in full perfection, exalted in Majes- 
** ty, and complete in Beauty : my hopes are uri- 
'* bounded, I sec no limits to my expectations -, fear 
•* in his presence is fulness of joy, and at his right 
•• hand are pleasures for evermore. 

•' With these transporting scenes before tnft^ 
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•' what glorious mortal could excite my enfy ? 
•* what scene of pleasure could the whole creation 
" display to tempt me back ? The dark dominions 
*' of Death I am passing through, not a capti?e» 
" but a conqueror, through the strength of nay 
'' victorious Redeemer, who has led in triumph 
*^ all the powers of darkness. Millions of ages of 
*^ happiness are before me 5 the prospect stretches 
** to an unmeasurable length ; my soul presses for* 
^ ward, and calls Eternity itself her own/* 

At these words, closing her eyes, with a smHc 
she resigned her breath, and left me. 

Your most unhappy Friend^ 

Leander* 



LETTER XIV. 

From Myrtilia /o Hermionb, giving an account of 
the fatal event of her brother'' s passion for her. 

My dear Hermione, 

I HOPE my last letter prepared you for the melan- 
choly tidings which- this brings you of my brother's 
death. I know the relation will heighten your 
grief and renew my own sorrow ; but reason fig- 
nifies nothing, and proves but an empty name, itt 
the transport of such a tender passion as now pos* 
scss:8 my soul* 
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After the fatal time that my father had extorted 
a promise from my brother, and charged him on 
his blessing never to see you more, I perceived an 
alteration in the gaiety of his temper, with a vi- 
sible decay of his health \ but I could hardly per- 
suade myself love was the cause, imagining the 
soft passion in a youth of eighteen was * easily di« 
verted from one fair object to another. ^ 

I was confirmed in this by his obliging and sub- 
missive behaviour to my father, whose conduct in 
this affair was indeed arbitrary and severe ; nor 
could 1 forbear making some secret reproaches on 
such a rigorous imposition, where there could be 
no objection made but to your fortune. 

However, filial affection was certainly my bro- 
ther's governing principle, and he still found some 
plausible excuses for that severe command, which 
cut off the brightest hopes he had of any earthly 
happiness. His piety always silenced my resent- 
ments, and pleaded my father's absolute right to 
dispose of him. 

But as much as he endeavoured to disguise his 
passion from me, the inclosed will convince you of 
the inward anguish of his mind, which he gave 
me the day before he died, and charged me not to 
read it till his eyes were closed in death. 

My father, in the utmost distress, looked on the 
-expiring youth, but durst not examine into a se- 
cret which would have given bim v\it CiX\^tcvt^x.\^-' 
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gret to discoTfr. My brother perceired liti ebi^ 
cern, and <^aTe him all the consoktion ht coidd^ 
by owning his paternal care of his principles wai 
actions, and retnrned liim the most pathetic ae* 
knowledgments for the reitraintt his authority IM 
put on f^ome of his youthful folKes. My fstlMBI 
observed thelcmd intention of this discourse^ ivliidi 
still added to the anguish of his soul. 

"*' Be satisfied, my dear father,** said the <}yiiig 
youth, ** be satisfied '^th the determinationi ti 
^< He2nren ; I might have dragged out a long inglo^ 
** rious life, loaded with infamy and guilt.*' 

Then, taking me by the hand, with a heavenly 
smile on his face, he said, ^ Adieu, my dear sifter i* . 
** I am rather falling into a gentle sleep than dy» 
^* ing ; I feel no pain, and ail within is peacefol 
** and calm. And then closing his eyes, with a 
soft voice he repeated these words, and with them 
resigned his breath : 

The angels call, they call me frmn above, 

And bid me hasten to th* realms of Love : 

My soul with transport bears the happy doom ; 

I come, ye gentle Messengers, 1 come ' 

Earth flies with all the charms it has in store, , 

Its snares and gay temptations are no more* , 

"UTiI^e Hcav'n appears, and the propitious skies 

Unveil their inmost glories to my eyes, 

7 o mortals and their hopes I bid adiea. 

And ask no more the rising sun to view ; 

For, oh ! the Light himiclf, with rays divine^ 

Breaks in, and God's clctn^X ^^ \% tmSA* 
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After this moving story, whether I ought m pru- 
dence to let you sec the inclosed, 1. cannot detcr-^ 
mine ; but it is not in my power to keep it a se- 
cret from my most faithful friend. It will shbw 
nriy brother's heiglrt of Tirtue in commanding a 
passion so tender and fatal. 

I am unalterably yours, 

Myatilla. 

This is die letter he gave me sealed the day be« 
fore he died, with a charge not to open it till after 
he was dead. 

To Myrtilla. 

My dear Sifter, , 
•* Watever cate I have taken hitherto to conceaf 
** my folly, I now confess it, that the fatal effect 
^ may warn you from giving up yourself to the go- 
^^ vemment of an immoderate passion. It was this 
^ that hastened my early destiny, and cut off alt 
** the noble ends of my life 

** My love to the beautiful Hermione was such 
" an enchantment, that all the motives of Reason 
•• and Religion could not free me , from it. The 
** improvements of art and nature, the love of my 
*^ country, and the public welfare, had no share in 
** my thoughts j my piety was enervated, and the 
** important end of my being neglected. I lived, 
^ and moved^ and acted, with tvo Ql\\w ^^i\'{j\\wx 
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•* to please the caprice of my i'M tyrant ; till my 
^ fatheri with the highest reason, endeavoured to 
" rescue me from the inglorious slavery. I was 
'< convinced of the kindness of his intentioni and 
^ how much he consulted my honour and advan- 
'< tage in putting me under a solemn obligation ne- 
'< ver to see the object of my dotage more. 

<* With the utmost violence to my tender incli^ 
^' nation I kept my promisCi and fell a victim to 
^ the ties of filial piety and truth. What regaid 
^ I paid to those sacred names Heaven was my wit- 
** ness, and how sincerely I strove to conquer the 
'' unhappy passion that possessed me. Aided by 
** a Power divine, I at last recovered my reaso9| 
'^ but my health hourly declined, and Death is now 
^ advancing to release me from all the remainders 
<< of error and folly. The soft affections of my 
** soul will be perfectly refined into a noble and 
** seraphic ardour ; I am going to the fruition of 
^ immortal beauty and unmingled pleasure j I shall 
" gaze on the bright Original of all that is excel- 
•* lent and lovely *, I shall hear the voice of uncreat- 
** ed Harmony, speaking peace and unutterable ec- 
•' tasy to my soul. 

** Adieu, my dear Mynilla, my much-loved sis- 
*^ tcr ! May angels watch your steps, and keep yoo 
" in the paths of Virtue ! Make it your study to 
** soften my father'n cares, and add no sorrow to 
•* Im hoary age. I fcM Uc nnvU ^^xx\ Uis jricf for 
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** me to the grave ; but, oh ! let him never know 
** the excess of my folly. I charge you not to show 
•* him a word of this letter, nor once reflect on his 
** well-meant severity. Farewell, till we meet in 
** the blissful realms of Love.'* 



LETTER XV^ 

To itfr * * * * 
SIR, 
The instances of Heathen virtue that you have 
collected, have something in them, I confess, no- 
ble and surprising 5 and your eloquence has set 
them in their full lustre and magnitude ; but there 
is a name, the Christian boast and hope, that dark- 
ens all human glory, and which, with a sort of pious 
insult, may be opposed to the most accomplished 
of your heroes. 

The poem I have enclosed on this lofty subject 
is a paraphrase on Mr Crashaw's Hymn to the name 
ofjesusy and there is little alteration of any thing 
but the language. 

A HYMIY TO THE KAMI 07 JESUS. 

Awake, my soul ! my Glory, rise and sing ! 
Awake, and all thy sacred ardour bring ! 
While for unusual flight I spread a tow'ring wing •. 
Awake, my Lute ! proud of thy glorious theme, 
Let each harmonious string 
Tremble with rapt'rous joy^ aod speak the tivv^Kv| V.WBfc 
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Asnst me^ ev*ry gentle sonnd. 

Which ttodkms Art has found; 

Too that speak with siWcr striogs, . 

Or swell with tmieful breath. 
And lend thie coward wings 

To meet the face of Death : 
You that in the rural strain 
Echo through the peaceful plain. 
Delight the groves, and charm the guiltless swain ;. 
WitK you that various joys afford, 
Touch'd by a skilful hand, 
"Which can the powVs of Harmony command. 
And dance, with graceful art, along the tuneful chord; 
* You that with vocal music please the ear. 

Your choicest strains prepare : 
The springs which move our inmost thoughts you kno 

And can their fiercest rage controul, 
Wliile from your lips torrents of pleasures flow,. 

And overwhelm the soul. 
JLet all that Nature graceful calls, or sweet. 
In the glorious concert meet ; 
Purling streams, and falling floods. 
Sighing winds, and whisp'ring woods! 
JLet cv*iy bird of tuneful throat 
Join his free ungovernM note : 
While hills and vallies catch the sacred strain. 
And everlasting echoes the blcss'd sound retain. 
With Jesus we begin, his charnung name 
Shall fill the spacious song. 
And yield an endless thtmc. 
To evVy note the joyful word we'l: place, 
Oui soft preludiums this alone shall grace, 
And ev'ry cadence artfully prolong. 
Kew smiles already Nature wear-s> 
All bloomirg loo^s, taJ ^ay j 
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The brightenM sun, crown*d with fresh beams, appeart*. 
And darts a clearer lay. 
Transporting Name ! 
"Whose accents to the ransom'd wcM'ld pr«claiti» 
Salvation, and immeasurable grace, 
Peace and good will to aU the human race ; 
A purchas'd hcav*n, and open- paradise. 
Unbounded joys, and never ending bliss* 
Stupendous love ! 
Can man for this ungrateful prov« ? 
Jesus, the Saviour I what rebellious knee 
Wcuid not a ready homage pay to thee ? 
The martyrs, glorious train ! 
The noble votaries of old, 
In records of immortal Fame enrolled, 
Wore on their breasts inscrib'd thy mighty name : 
By this, with sacred Fortitude inspir'd. 
With heavenly zeal and transport fir*d, 
'I'hcy ran upon the pointed spear, \ 

And leap'd into the flame : 
Nor Death could in a shape appear, 
But what, with open arms, they met. 
Despising all that rage could do, or proudest tyrants threat* 
Not Hell itself their constancy could shake, 
Its deepest stratagems they brake. 
Its wildest fury trampled down, 
And seiz'd, with conquering hands, the everlasting crown^ 
Jobus the signal for the fi^ht they chose, 
And gave a glorious onset to their foes ; 
In vain the pow*rs of Earth and Hell oppose 2 

JesQs, our coDqu'ring Chief! they cry d ; 
Jesus, aloud the sounding skies reply'd. 

Exalted Name ! 
Trom thee the burning seraphs catch their flame. 
Jesus, the God ! 'tis they alone can tell 
What treasures in that title dwdl, 
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You happy Spirits, that feel its emphasis, 
By ^his you stand confirm'd in bliss, 
And know what boundless joys are stor'd 
In this important wcrd« 
The glorious subject only suits 
The high.strain*d notes of your immortal lutes^ 
Then join the choir, 
You bright Musicians of the skies. 
And with a well proportioned fire, 

Instruct us how to rise. 
Let your bless'd harps th* imperfect lay prolongs. 
Complete the bold design, and close the advent'rous ioi 



LETTER XVL 
Lady Jane Ghay to Lord Guilford Dodl 

Wife anguish that no force of words can tell, 
In these sad lines I take my last farewell. 
Could I with less reluctance part from thee, 
Approaching Death had no surprise for me ; 
That solemn prospect should my thoughts employ^ 
And banish ev'ry tender scene of joy : 
But thou dost still return upon my soul ; 
What force the soft temptation can controul ? 
I meet thee still resistless in thy charms, 
Sigh on thy breast, and languish in thy arms. 
Oh, Guilford ! 'tis no wretched love cf lift 
That fills my thoughts with this uneasy strife. 
The flattVing blandishments of youthful years, 
A promis'd kingdom, nor my country's tears ; 
For thee alone I'd live, for thee alone 
I took the fatal proffer of a crawn. 
Ko fond ambition staiu'd my gulhless mind, 
Iii»»pix*d vitb pawioM ol 1 ^tuxkx Vin^ \ 
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With thee I would have chose some calm retreat, 
Far from the dull fotmatlties of "«tate ; 
How careless, how serene, my fleeting hours 
Had pass'd in shady walks and irz^vat bow'rs, 
Fleas'd with the murmors of a smooth cascade. 
Or near some crystal fountain, while it play'd. 
Upon its flow*ry verge with thee reclined, 
My voice I to the melting lute had joined, 
And sooth'd thy soul with gentle strains of love. 
Answer *d by ail the music of the grove. 

Where reve my thoughts ? — Assist me, Grace divine. 
This last, this darling, object to r&sign ! 
Forgive this fraility of my tender years. 
This guilty fondness, and these female tears. 
Yet Hcav'n my witness stands, I would^not buy 

Ev'n GuilfoM's life with one inglorious lie ; 

Kor dare my tongue, for all these ample skies 
-Contain, the form of sacred truth disguise. 

Be Rome, be Hell, in their revengeful pride, 

Their flimes, their racks, and tort*xing arts, defy'd! 

A thousand glorious witnesses have stood 

For this great cause, and sealed it with their blood. 

Thou conq'ring Leader of a shining train 

Of martyrs, for thy testimony slain 1 

In thy victorious Name I dare engage 

The utmost force of persecuting rage : 

To men, to angels, be my soul unvcil'd. 

Nor any part of heav*nly truth cQnceal'd ! 

The glorious cause that animates my breast, 

My lips, with holy triumph shall attest ; 

Attest it with my last expiring breath. 

And smile on all the solemn pomp of Death. 
But darker scenes before my fancy rise. 

And nature, vanquishM, sinks in the surprise : 

To shake my utmost virtue, 'tis decreed 

That thoo to Rome zniiit first a vic^Bi\A«4, 

K3 
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How shall thy wretched wtfc that stroke survive ! 
An hour beyond will be an age to live. 
But, Guilford, keep thy sacred truth iinstain*d. 
And half my immortality is gain'd. 

Ye virgin Saints, that, hi your enly bloom. 
From cruel tyrants met a fatal doom. 
That died the honour of the Christian faith, 
And boldly trod the «ame illustrious path ! 
To animate the youthful suff 'rer's breast. 
Appear, in all your heav'nly glories dres^M ; 
Show him your sparkling crowns, the bright reward 
For such distinguished constancy prepared ; 
Open your rosy bow'rs, your blissful seats, 
Your gardens of delight, and soft retreats, 
"Where gentle gales ambrosial odours blow. 
And springs of joy in endless currents flow ; 
With smiling visions recreate his soul. 
And ev*ry doubting, anxious thought controul* 



LETTER XVir, 

Zor./ Guilford Dudley :o Lady Jan'E Gray 

3V1 AY cvVy watchful angel guard thy Wxk. i 
My lovely Princess, and my charming Wife ! 
nbr thee I importune the skies with prayVs, 
And waste the tedious hours in gloomy care-. 
Were I from all the world but thcc cor.fin'd, 
I'd call my stars propitious still, and kind ; 
These prison walls would prove a safe rctrciit 
From all the lesticss fictions of the ^rcit. 
Sink, curs'd An-.bition, to thy lative h.!!, 
And with thy kindred fiends Tor ever d.ve'l ! 
Wcrs I, my Fair, a^nln ^ssci-.'d of th^c, 
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What toys were kingdoms and their crowns to me ? 
Inglorious in some blissful shades I'd prove 
The silent joys of unmolested Love. 

Why was thy birth deriv'd from ancient kings ? 
Our mis'ry from this fatal greatness springs; 
Indulgent Love a gentler lot designM, 
Nor form*d for public cares thy guiltless mind ; 
Thy thoughts were all employ 'd on softer tlicmfis, 
Tender and innocent as infant's dreams : 
And yet — but Hcav'n that title disallows. 
A crown, mcchought, look'd glorious on thy brow& 
In ev'ry look, in all thy graceful mcin. 
The brightest rays of Majesty were setn : n 

Imperial Beauty sparkled in thy eyes; 
I gaz'd with ecstasy and new surprise ; 
A thousand times 1 pressM thy lovely hand, 
And cry'd, •* 'Twas form'd a sceptre to command.** 

But the«e gay scenes for ever take their Hight, 
Like tome fantastic vision of the night. 

O ! could my de»th the angry Queen appease. 
Could that alone a raging faction please, 
Unterrify'd I'd meet the public storm, 
And challenge death in ev*ry dreadful form. 
But, oh ! what horrors rise 1— thy tender life !— 
What wou'd I speak ? my lov*d, iny beauteous Wife! 
What counsel can thy wretched husband give ? 
On any terms I fain would have thee live. 
Forgive my stagg'ring faith, my coward heart. 
My better thoughts disclaim this shamefid part. 
What course caR my distracting passions take, * 

When thou, when truth, when/heav'n itself s, at stake ? 
To endless darkness would I drag thee down, 
And poorly rob thee of a martyr's crown ? 
May Hcav'n forbid !— I'll be thy joyful guide. 
Nor shall the fatal stroke our souls divide, 

Q Death ? where is thy boasted conc^^Jlta wvw *. 

K4 
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Where are the firowtu tnd tervon of thy brow ? 
Thou halt an angeTt heaVnly fenn tad air, 
Pleaturet and Graoes in thy train appear t 
Ten thoufaad kind transportittf fcenet arite; 
Oh, come, my Fair ! they call '«• to the ikiea* 
Beauties, like thee, in Nature^ eacly pride. 
Undaunted, for their sacred fiudi have died; 
With their, with aU Ik* iltestrioos namet of old. 
The British glory, thine shall be ianU'd. 



LETTER XVIIL 
7oMri ♦♦♦•♦ 

Madam, 

I CANNOT say you have turned me into an angels I 
have too much modesty to comptiment you or my- 
self with such miracles; but yoit have certiinly 
given an elevation to my mind which I never be* 
fore experienced , and, without any design but doing 
you justice, I may own that, from a savage I am 
become human, and from a libertine regular and 
consistent ; from a lover you have metamorphosed 
me into a reasonable creature. However odd thb 
confession appears, this is making you a greater 
compliment than swearing you have made me a lu- 
natic and a madman. It is more glorious for you 
to be valued by a man in his right senses, than to 
be stared at by one quite out of his wits : my hmag 
more reasonable docs not argue that you art leai 
annablo. 
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For inward greatness, unaffected wisdom, 
And sanctity of manners, improve your charms 

You have convinced me that Virtue is more than 
an empty name, that it is the most sacred reality. 
I see, I acknowledge, the bright Divinity : ske in- 
sults my infidelity by a thousand modern instances 
of her powers among the youthful and ijiature, the 
gentle arid severe, she boasts her votaries : Virtug 
retires no more to cottages and cells, but, secure 
of public triumph and applause^ she makes the Bri« ^ 
tish court her imperial residence. 

The Goddess all her glorious self appears, 
When Carolina's royal form she wears, 
With ev*ry conqu'ring charm she stands rcveal'd, 
While subject hearts their glad allegiance yield. 

Long may this propitious Queen be the joy and 
boast of a great and happy nation ! You find 1 am 
grown public spirited ; it is you have given this ge- 
nerous ardour to my soul> and kindled the sincerest 
zeal for the honour of my king and country. I 
grow impatient to draw my sword in their defence, 
and would commence the hero : nor will I dissemble 
the truth, but freely own to you that, in my state 
of infidelity, my bravery was all affected, and cften 
disguised the most slavish terrors. 

I perceive, Madam, it is my own panegyric I am 
writing rather than your's. Indeed my character 
cannot be in better hands ; I have certainly done 
myself justice, and been puncluil \u \i\^ \s.w5i^^^ 
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my good qualities, «nd» with gvcst modeity, fate 
thought fit to propose mysdf as sn eifampkof 'As 
reformation of manners. 

You will conclude I am ki a disposidon to wiile 
a moral cs$zf rather than a love-letter, wAnA mm 
really my prime intention % but you have lidicnM 
all my figures of rhetoric on that subject, so that I 
am forced to change my style in my own ddience: 
but I hope I am intelligible in assuring yovi I: aOb 
without reserve. Madam, 

Tour most devoted^ . * 

and most humble senraat^ 
Albajmos. 



LETTERS TO CLEORA. 
LETTER I. 

IVIadam, 

It i$ certainly better for yourself, and more for the 
security of mankind, that you should live in some 
rural abode than appear in the world j such per- 
sons as you are fatal to the public tranquility, and 
do n.ischief without ever designing it. But I must 
own^ when Belles and Beaus retire to country 
shades for the sake of heavenly contemplation, the 
world will be well reformed. A hermit's life mighl 
he u .'eriible while the ?i«vou^ bouts axe divided be- 
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tween Hyde Park and the Opera ; but a more dis- 
tant retreat, in the full pride of your charms and 
youth, will be very extraordinary. To be convin- 
ced, by so early experience, that mankind are a- 
mused only with dreatns and fantastic appearances, 
must proceed from a superior degree of virtue and 
good sense.* After a thousand convictions of the 
vanity of their pursuits, how few know the cmpha-* 
sis of these few lines ! 

Sweet Selitude ! when Life's gay hours are past ; 

Howe*cr we rang«, m thee we fix at last : 

TossM through Lempestuous seas, (the voyage o*er) 

Pale, we look back, and bless the friendly shore. 

Our ©wn strict judge our past life we scan, 

And ask If Virtue has enlarged the span : 

If bright the prospect, we the grave defy. 

Trust future ages, and contented die. Tickstf, 

Nothing is, perhaps, more terrible to the imagi- 
nation than an absolute solitude ; yet, I must own, 
such a retreat as disengages the mind from those 
interests and passions which mankind generally pur- 
sue appears to me the most certain way to happi- 
ness: quietly to withdraw from the crowd, and leave 
the gay and ambitious to divide the honours and 
pleasures of the world, without being a rival or com- 
petitor in any of these advantages, must leave a per- 
son in perfect and unenvied repose. 

Without any apology, 1 am going to talk to my- 
self ; and what follows may be properly called a 
digression. 
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Let me lose the remembrance of tliis busy woiUI, 
and hear no more of its distracting tumaks i ye 
vain Grandeurs of the earth ! ye perislung Riches 
and fantastic Pleasures ! What are your propdest 
boasts ? Can youyield undecaying delightSi joyi be* 
coming the dignity of reason, and the capacities of 
an immortal mind ? Ask the happy spirits abofe at 
what price they value their enjoyments \ ask thea 
if the whole creation should purchase on^ niQiiKB|itf s 
interval of their bliss ?. No :*-one beam of rctatial 
light obscures the glory, and casts a reproach ca 
all the beauty this world can boast. 

This is talking in buskinsi you will dunk ; aadt 
indeed, I may resign crowns and sceptres, and pve 
up the grandeurs of the world, with as* much ima- 
ginary triumph as a hero might fight battkst and 
conquer armies in a dream. 

In the height of this romantic insult, I am« 
Madam, 
Your most obliged humble servant. 



LETTER IL 
7o the seme. 
Madam, 
I AM certainly dead and buried, according to your 
notions of life ; interred in the silence and obscu* 
Tity of a country retreat, far from the dear Town, 
and all its joys-, w\icV«^l^^'^«^1'^^'4'^^^^^*^ 
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c?innot properly be called living. But, for me, (who 
ask nothing but case and liberty in order to be hap- 
py), 1 am willing to inform you I am in a state of 
existence, and capable of the entertainment your 
-wit would have given me if you had been so oblig- 
ing as to have filled the blank paper you sent : no- 
thing could be more nicely malicious, nor is it pos- 
sible for you to imagine how the sight of so much 
clean paper tormented me How many sparkling 
things could you have writ, and not exhausted your 
stock, nor got the vapours by over- studying your- 
self ! But 1 hope you will make me some repara- 
tion by the length of your next. I will not insist 
on your writing sense or reason, if that will be a- 
ny privilege to you ; but, though nonsense from 
you would* be a great novelty, it would cost you 
so much pains to write it, that I am afraid you 
would send nie a shorter epistle than your last. 
I am. 

Madam, 
Tour most obedient, &c» 



LETTER HI. 

To the samcm 
I HAVE neglected writing so long that I am almost 
ashamed to own I am still alive \ I ought to have 
died in pure civilityi which would have been the 
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only sufficient excuse for my silence. But, really,. 
Madam, it costs me more paina to indite an epi&tle 
to you than it would to write a book to some sort 
of readers j and I cannot help wishing I had more 
wit, or you a great deal less. 

Your prohibition of Lilliput paper will drive me 
to great extremities ; and, what 1 most fear, will 
often prove a severe exercise to the patience of my 
gentle reader. I am reduced to a necessity of talk- 
ing of this world or the next : for the next, you arc 
80 happy at present, that you may not be always 
disposed to think on so solemn a subject ; and for 
this, 1 am entirely ignorant ; my conversation is 
confined to whispering trees and murmuring brooks, 
and I cannot give you the least intelligence of what 
passes among mortals. 

My fate, Ma^am, is just the reverse of your's. 
You had a great many things in your head, but 
wanted paper; 1 have clean paper enough, but no- 
thing at all in my head ; it is a vacuum, a dismal 
emptiness ; and, unless I fill the blank paper with 
a curious flouribh of a true lover*s knot, 1 must sub- 

&cribe> 

Madam, 

Your most obliged humble servant. 
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LETTER IV. 

To the same. 

Madam, 

The Sylvan scenes never appeared more beautiful 
(not even in Mr Pope's Pastorals) than in those soft 
lines you inclosed. 1 hope you will find all the joys 
that Peace and Innocence can give in your charm- 
ing retreat. Your description has led my imagina- 
tion through a thousand enchanting scenes ; 1 wish 
you may long enjoy those fine walks you are con- 
triving \ not that 1 wish you may see as many re- 
turning springs as tlie fair damsels before the de- 
luge, when an insulting beauty might take fifty years* 
deliberation to answer' a billet-doux, and act the 
tyrant five hundred years in the full pride of her 
charms. But you show no ambition at all of this 
nature ; and I am persuaded it is no manner of 
mortification to yau that your conquests are limit- 
ed to a shorter date. 

I am going, Madam, to put you in mind again 
that you are moital. I fancy you open my letters 
v/ith as much gravity as you would a funeral ser- 
mon, and read them with the same seriousness ; 
but you seem pleased with these subjects ; and, a- 
midst the brightest advantages of youth and fortune, 
are a reasonable creature as well as fine a lady. 
These sort of reflections from me are not the va- 
pours -, I am pretty free from the spleen, as you 
know aU half-witted people are j but in the ^a^<:^t. 
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disposidon death would have a £sm«l riew^and 
wear ten thousand honron, if an immortality hcyoad 
it did not brighten the scene* 

Without this .prospect it wonld not be worA the 
while to be^ a generous friendship. Whes ^ 
have seen a few more setting suns, (for rinng mam 
some peoplei never see), en a fiew aioce ifi^i 
hours are past, with life to r lign die moat csdul 
of human satisfactions would heighten all dk hit* 
rors of the grave. 

I might with less trouble ^recommend iOfnegoel 

book to your perusali and keep tlus dtvinitj tonwif 

own use. Tou will be ove^oyed that I am ooHi 

to a conclusion, and am, ^ ' 

Madam^ '^ 

Yoai^a, 8Efr 



LETTER V- 

To the same. 

Madam, 

Your reflections on — - — ^"s death have 8<Mnedi!iig 
in them so just and agreeable, that I am recompen* 
sed for his loss, whatever damage the rest of die 
world suflPer by it. 

It pleases me to find you so often returning toa 
subject that most people take so much pains toa* 
void. If immortality is the pride and happinesiq^ 
human naturci why ^uld it not be meal 
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^iih the same gaiety with which we talk of other 
agreeable things ? The .other world is at least a 
geater novelty than this \ nor is it such a glorious 
round of action, to eat, to diink, and sleep, that 
people should have an aversion to think, if not to 
try, what a variety of enjoyment a future life will 
give them. But to forget this is the design of alt 
the thoughtless amusements the wit of man can in- 
vent. What Monsieur Paschal says is perfectly just- 
Vorigine de toutes les occupattones tumuituaires des 
hommes^ tsf de tout ce qu*on appelle divertissement ou 
passe- terns i est en effet que d*y laisser passer ie terns 
fans le sentir^ ou ie pldiot sans le sentir soymeme, 55* 
d*eviter en perdant cette partii de la vie le dego&t in* 
tirieur. Vame estjeite dans le corps pour yfaire un 
sejour de peu de duree* FMe scait que se nUst qiin 
passage i, un voyage eternei^ Isf qu^ elk ri a que le 
peu de terns que dure la vie pour s*y preparer^ Mais 
ce peu^ le commode si forty £5* /* embarasse si hrange* 
tnenty qu* elle ne sovge qu* h le perdre, Celuy est une 
peine insupportable h vivre to* de penser hfoy. ^in^ 
si tout fon fain est de s* oublierfoy-memey isf de laisseir 
couler le tents si court iff si pretieux fans reflection^ ek 
s* occupant des chofes qui Vempechent d'y penser. '^ . 

mss^sssssst. >— L-J— — I .mi- I . - .. - _ 

* This is the ground of all the tumultuary business, of all the 
trifling diversions, amongst men; in which our general aim is 
to make the time f ass off our hands without feeling it, or rather 
without feeling ourselves, and by getting rid of this small 
portion of life to aToid inward disgutt. The 80«l U ^cut >a.^^ 

Volume L ' L ' 
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I wHT stop here> of you will certainly d 
going to tran«cribe the whole book, to 
the trouble of throwing away ybui! ma 
moral essay ; and perhaps, Ktadami you 
be in so- gvave » humour a» when yeu wr 
for ail human tlungs are changeable, : 
sometimes^ good and sometimes eril di^ 
and in what ctrcum^tance thia wiU find y 
uncertainty to> 

Madam, 
Yom" most obedient 
and most humble 



LETTER VL 

7o the Same. 

Tbu will find, Madam, to your grief, I 
hired the carrier to lose the large paper 
jne ; but I have certainly more compassioi 

ihe body to b< tbc sojourner of a few d^y, Sfao ! 
thi» is but a step till she may embark lor eternity, 
small space is allowed ber io piepare ber for tbe v* 
•yet tbis moment wbicb remains <]oe« so strangely c 
|ierplex ber, tbat sbe only etudies bow to lose it : s) 
intolerable burtben in being obliged to live witb ] 
0unk of berself ; and tbercfoie ber principal care i 
hencM^ and to let tbis sbort and precious' moment 
Witbout reflection^ by amttsix)^ berxlf vriib tliing.s 
not tfcc tifftioc of itt vjpctdi. 
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than to fiH it, Ckit would think yoa intended I 
should write a Western Journal, and give you a 
full and true relation of all the ghosts and appari- 
tions that are seen- in the county of " ■ • for 
these are the only remarkable events which happea 
here. 

These are the regions of Sleep and Repose, not 
of . Adlion, For my own part^ I neither hope nor 
fear, contrive nor desigtii any thing that relates to 
this mortal life \ but am as much at r«st as the 
people that aife sleeping in their sepulchres. I am 
in some doubt whether I belong to the society of 
the living or the dead, and aip ready to a(k myself. 

h this existence real or a dream ? 

I cannot persuade myself to wish you any thing 
but just what you are, a mere earthly cieature. it 
would be too great a disadvantage to find you Tn a 
rank of beings superior to^ racfrtdls. I am so sens- 
sible of the distance at pretent that I cannot wish 
you in a^ greater elevation. If I afked' any things 
petiiaps it wouM b& to set yOu more on an equali* 
fy^ chat 1 might have aii oporturiity to convince 
you how sincere and disinterested my friendship is* 

By your account, L— B— — lives a very unac- 
tive and inglorious life* Though he has been so 
long" as four nioriths in the world, he has had so 
few adventures, that I can but jUst stretch my in^ 
vention td c'omt^oge half a sOhg for Idoi ; . 
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ThM pcetey, imiliaf » gnildeit thi^g t 
Of thee whu can the Musct mngf 
Unlets they ipeak in propbcty. 
How great 8 henTthov ihilt be ; 
Thy conntiyii ptrroD, and die gncr 
f ■■■! * $ toog Uhwtrkwi fice- . . 

With verse and prose, tefie^lions gay and ii 
ous, aome with a meanitigi and othera widioot'i 
meaning at an, I am at hst, to your un^ieaii^ 
satisfaction, eome to an end of thta fine epbl 
and am gmng to subscribe myself, 

Your^J 



LETTER VIL 

. .•■ . • - . * 
To ibe same* 

Madam, 

Your concern for Lord ■ is the most mcli 
choly circumstance in the account you have git 
me of his death. The toil, the long fatigue, 
past, and all to come is rest and endless joy. 1 
happy spirit is for wandering now 

—^through boundleu realms of bliw. 
Where pleasures blossom with eternal spring. 

You express yourself with so much good sen 
and true greatness of mind, on this occasion, d 
nothing could set your character in a more agn 
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sft>lc light: the death of your friends seems to re- 
concile your thoughts to the unknown regions. 

With regard ta yourself, it might be no disad- 
vantage to quit the world so early. To die ift the 
pride of life, and all die splendour of youthful vir- 
tue^ has something far more glorious than to lan- 
guish out the dregs of life inihe exercise of no vir- 
tue but patience. 

You find, Madam, I am persuaiiing you to die 
with great composure : I suppose you think your- 
self obliged to me. for resigning my friends to their 
destiny with so much calmness and submission *, but 
really it is ia mere charity to you $ for if you grow 
wise so soon, I cannot imagine how you will fill 
up the tedious round of threescore years and ten, if 
Heaven, for the happiness of maxddnd, should con- 
tinue your life to diat date^ , 

.How many people would .suspend their part iq 

th^ joys of Paradise till the heavens are no morc^ 

ior the most trifling of these amusements wliich 

>yau despise ? But while you think so justly of thiiS 

wmld and the next, I must confess, the manner 

of life to which your quality confines you excites 

my compassion* Indeed, you may dispense with 

me for practising this height of charity,, while you 

are the object of almost every body's ^nvy. Bujt 

>be as happy as the world can m^ke you, it is all 

bfut sleeping and dreaming, and, as Mr Law sayisr, 

;« being amuacd with a vain succcsuouoCsiivS^^HiSv 
L 3 
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ThU quotation, y ii i, i$ tOfdbc 

great Keadiog. Wlien lam wtifi^^ y ^ l^ 
indeed diioe with every adirant^ ; b)it4bcr] 
^ my Mihttion M ibcingi 



Madam, 
I FIND k is generally a ^"^ adfidi metim 
made me write to you, my deaiga :bdng to < 

' an answer. If yeu had but so much disiata 
charity as to wrile mdiout expecdog a rcf 
should certainly receive tint favour with die oi 
gratitude and modesty *, however, it is well tha 
iadfilge my talexit of iciperti^nce, and^ 
atrictly insist on common sense. 

At present I cannot entertain myeelf^ mud 
you } the creation seems to want variety, and 
as much kiclined to cry for more worlds, as i 
ander the Great was, only my imeaeiness is fc 
sake of novelty ; for I have litde ambition, s 
sough to leave you in an error, diough to my 
advantage. 

I would not maliciously lessen myself, nor Jk 
frpm my own good qualities, which certainl 

^ar to my view in tht'u Cull magmtijulei yet 
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is the force of truth, that I must confess you have 
given me a sort of imaginary character, and I am 
an heroine of your own making ; as great minds 
always suppose they find in others the same virtues 
they really |K)s«es8 themselves. 

My letter is of a convenient lengthy and you will 
now gladly disniiss 

Your most humble servant. 



LETTERS TO THE AUTHOR. 

BY ANOTBTER HAKD. 

LETTER 1. 
I WAS so far from thinking your letter the eflxict of 
the spleen, that I am persuaded it was written in 
one of yoxnr gayest intervals 5 to a mind turned 
like your's, the thoughts of death must be all serene 
and agreeable. I fancy you will be pleased Mrith 
these Unes, which Monsieur Menard ordered to be 
written over his closet door. 
* Las d'esperrr ct de me plaindrei 
De Tamour dcs grands et du aoit, 
C^est ici que j*attens la mort. 
Sans la desirer ou la craindre. 



♦ Wcary'd with hoping and bewailing, 
For ]ove of Fortune and the Great, 

No wish or fear of Death prevailing, 
iu comiog patieiuljr I wait, 
L4 
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OiSi hUn li cbaracteref lep/us beau, (5* /f //« 
qtf§np€ut avrir : *' This character is the best, 
«' snd most nut, that we can possibly have." 
die eternal hurry that attends an exa]te4 s) 
sieeds a higher pitch of virtue to keep the ni 
a proper temper to meet our disscdution d 
generally attained i and dymg in pomp gives t 
•and terrors to the fatal period. 

Had I been bora mmm humble Wilder, 
And in a peacefiil c«tuge pait'd my dayi^ 
Far Irom the gvHty pagctotrj of courtly 
In umocdBce my life had calmly paM*d» 
And with a mile 1 mi^ tcaign my bretth. 

The world has, I think, as few charms f! 
as for most people of my age: but I must < 
fed a sort of rductance to pan with every 
below, and a dread to enter on those unl 
regions, from whence none return to tell us 
they find. 

Betwixt the whistling of die wind and the 
ing of a fall of water I have at present a 6< 
and agreeable concert, and cannot help addr* 
myself with Mira to the Winter, 
To thee my gently ^drooping head I bend. 
Thy tigh my utter, and thy tear my friend; 
On thee I muae, and in thy hastening sun 
See life expiring ere *tit well begun : 
Thy sick'ning ray and venerable gloom 
6huw hl^i la»t scene, the solitary tomb. 

Adicju, 

Cu 
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i' LETTER II. 

It Whither shall I direct fof you ? Are you still an 

^1 inhabitant of the earth, or ascended to the ethereal 

.; regions ? Am I addressing a mortal or an immortal 

; spirit i In what language must I speak? If you aire 

J atili in this worlds I am determined to molest you ; 

and I hope this lettet will find you in the midst of 

some agreeable reverie) and chace the gaudy vision 

from your fancy. 

I cannot praise your virtue in becoming a recluse^ 

and getting a victory by a cowardly flight : I would 

have you raise your character, by venturing into 

' this wicked Town, and by despising die world in the 

midst of dazzling temptations. 

To read a treatise of devotion instead of a new 
play, and preserve your serious temper surround- 
ed with vanity and diversions, would be a more 
heroical part than enjoying an inglorious tranquili- 
ty among purling streams and flowery meadows. 

Besides, here would be the addition of mortifi- 
cation to heighten your virtue : for you would 
scarce find the crying of nnaUcoai as harmonious. 
a sound as the warbling of nightingales ; nor the 
smell diua coai smoke as fr)agrant as the breath of 
opening violets and primroses. 

But my comparisons are so much to the advan«; 
tage of the country that I am afraid you will sus-* 
pcct my advice to be the effect of env^ -^ axkii VVAi^'^ 
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as good throw off a disguisCf and own diit st pie- 
sent my way of living is a aeries of impefdiienoe ) 
and were it to continuet 

Fzr ratbor wmiU I io toon kiiinlik cdl* . 
Distant from all that's gay» for eror dweO, 
Than waste my iij'uag houn, and thus divide 
My time *twizt Folly; Cahmmy^ aad Brides 
StiU trifioip, thns dehae die gift of SeiM^ 
And Uve tbe sbte «f d«0 Impei^iMMe. 

I have Mt yet had At cmriosicy to tee the wtm 
Opera : the weather is so hot that I tliiak ftadf 
groves and crystal streanfk mate lefimUng thaa 4 
crowded theatre. ladeedf the Ti»m wis acicr 
more disagrecad>le to me than now : I wish I knew 
whether it proceeds from being more wise or omk 
dull ; I am afraid the latter : for as to an inffcusi 
of wisdom, 1 cannot say I am lens&le of it in alif 
other instance. 
The greatest happiness, perhaps, that can be at- 
tained in this world is only insipid inddencc, and 
not any real pleasure. How different does it prove 
from those gay viMons that youth forms to itself 
when it first launches out into the flattering ocean I 
how soon do tempests of trouble and confnsion rise, 
while nothing is so common as the desire of long 
life *f and yet how small a part of ^mankind would 
care to trace back their lives again in the same steps 
they did before ! TTiough perhaps the only variety 
would be to change one folly for another ; to qnit 
the Playhouse for OmbtC) or the gentle struu of 
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the Opera for the serious .contemplation of their 
own de^r persons in a looking-glass. 

I am your^s, 

CLfiOHA. 

LETTER III, 

I BEG you not to write any more on lolliput paper. 
I ^91 iilmost ^ai4 to cpen your letter, for fear of 
finding, .a||er a KSfMictful i^^rgin. Madam at the 
top, wi ypur la^me at the bottom, and trackless 
irast^ of j>laBk'pa(ieir b^w^^n* for me to £11 up at 
»yvteisurp^ 

Xou will h^ jsiurpr^ped ^o &id« that, at a time 
th^t lER-y heakh is (^cliaing, I should be planting 
tj^e^i P9d Inlying o«U walkfi^ as if I thoi^t I had 
twQ or thff^ hundred yeai^ to eojoy thom. I need 
not assure you I have no such expectations ; but 
it gives me an innocent delight 'to form these syl- 
van scenes in an irregular manner, and with a se- 
cret art to imitate Nature m her negligent appear-p 
ance. 

I have nofiants in yew, nor tigers or birds in 
holly ^ but instead of them firs and pines, that 
grow just as Nature designed them ; and so inter- 
mixed with woodbines, syrlngas, and other flowery 
shrubs, di^t in a few months they will be a per-* 
feet wilderness of sweets. 

The satisfaaion I take in this undertaking make^ 
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me often faney I^m not ttncere hi my thmq^ 
of soon leaving it : I am as busy in my gaideny 
and as much surfeited with the Grandi M§nig^ u 
. evet Diodesian was. 

Sento qualcbe stupiSia che me impeJBsai^iiin urn 
vita nellac9rtepieni$JRspUnJort0C§rn mma ^tattl§d» 
quella chi si trova fuUa can^gna finxs ghna it seimB 
turienzaK ■'''''. 

Every plant that flourishes ghres me a plcialnc^ 
and every drooping tree tnfiecti me vridi laoqntili' 
ing ; I watch every decay among my flowefi m i 
celebrated beauty would do gray haiis or wriaUai; 

I have two or duree- sheep that perpks ine ar 
much as lis Berger Eztravagant*s flock, did hSim% 
and were I to indulge my rural delights^ and ni^ 
turn no mere to -the noisy Town* I should fall hi^ 
to the most soothing and agreeable madness ima^ 
ginable. 

Come, Amaryllis, come, and with me share 

The bloomiog woodbines, and the fragrant air^ 

Together o'er the fiow'ry walks we'll rove. 

Or sit beneath the shelter of the grove : 

While flocks upon the hills around bs bleat. 

And Echoes to the streams their voice repeatr 

Among the willows, in a gloomy shade 

By Nature form?d, there rushes a cascade ; 

Upon its banks you, undisturb'd, may ly. 

While Contemplation wafu you to the sky. 

CLEoma** 



* I feel within me a kind of stupidity which hinden me. C» 
etfjoy that happiness at a court, \^«l >k^ ^^^s&l t\^'Qdo«r1uid . 
ccrcmoDYf that 1 reUibmaca«&trjVdtU«blLW&Y^tBi^'«Di^ERBSv 
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LETTER IV. 

1 
People seem at present more busily employed in 

preparing for the Kin^s birth-day than for their 
own last ; and appear to be in greater anxiety for 
a seat in the dancing-room than for a seat in para- 
dise. 

I was last night with ■■■ ; a barge of music 

followed us > but, in the midst of this gayety, your 
letter was not the only thiiig that put me in mind 
of mortality : I had such a violent pain in my head, 
that neither the wit of the company, the softness 
of the music, nor the beauty of the evening, could 
give me any sincere delight,—. — If pleasure be the 
lot of man, it must be in something beyond the 
grave ; for, on this side, constant experience telld 
us all is vanity. 

But this confession has hardly any influence oa 
human conduct ; for people in a high rank must 
often act against their reason to avoid being 
thought unfashionable; and for fear of being 
thought mad by the modish world, must act in a 
manner which they are sensible is bein^ truly so, 
to keep in vogue with their polite contcmpotaries. 

I cannot forbear thinking with myself, that if a 
being endowed with reason and a capacity of judg« 
ing (an inhabitant of another planet, and an ut- 
ter stranger to our nature) could take a view of 
Qur actions, he would be at a loss whal to b^«. 
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ginewewere; andhftiitlie Aoinfonner9lNrt^ 
to judge by our conduct, he would ceruinly cither 
imagine that we wete a species who wefc ttMWd 
always to li?e in the world we now inhabit i nr 
else* that after enjoying oursekeshere ais Kng* as 
we could; we were to be insensible fb^'tfrtnr, witlfc* 
out the least ezpecution of a futiuc jjidgiteatf> 
punishment or reward. 

You would hardly make an apology iSbrdelMilf 
me to writ 'to you, if you knew how 'moch pitih 
sure the injunction gives to 

Tool's unalteratify 

' CLEOftiU 

LETTER V. 

The news of my Lord — — 's death has been m 
great a shock to me, ^ that I want all ybur argu- 
ments' against long life to rcconciife me to the 
shortness of his at the lattcf-eVid of severity yeanu 
1 have much ado to think chat He did not die" too 
young, since he had strength enough to endure 
the most ei^quisite torments. I loved hiiH most 
sincerely as a relation, and esteemed him as9 most 
valuable and faithful friend. My thoughts are con« 
tinually employed about him, and I grieve for ray 
own loss, and rejoice at his gain in the sam€ too* 
ment, and cannot forbear following him with my 
fpccvdadons to Hbff xoxoslmK of eternal Peace, 4iA 
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tnquirmg, with TickeUi in his verses on tlie death 
of Mr Addison^ 

In what new region to the }iist assignM, 

What new employments please th' nnbodyM miad I 

A winged Yirtne, throagb th' echerial sky, 

Fronir world to world unweary'd does he fly ? 

Or curious trace the long laborious maze 

Of Hcav'n's decrees, where wondering angels gaze I ' 

Does he delight to hear bold seraphs tett ' 

How Michael battled and the Dragon fell f 

Or, mixM' with milder cherubim^ to glow . 

In hymns of Love ? ■■ 

I cannot help fancying bow his soul is charmed 
to find itself at liberty, and no longer chained to 
an infirm body, whick coniinuaUy clogged it in aU 
its operations. How i& he transported to be admit- 
ted to.the presence of God his Saviour ! and with 
vrhat deHght (if we may be allowed to conjjscture 
that he remembers her) will he see his wifcj £pr 
whom he has^shed so many tears, in all the pomp 
of celestial glory ! With what pleasure will he gaze 
upon the skiesi while they unfold their sparkling 
treasures ! and with what joy and wonder observe 
the planets in their courses, and look into all the 
deep philosophy of heaven I With what attention 
listen to the songs of angels, while they tune their 
golden lyres to the praise of God and of the Lamb \ 
and how will his heart overflow with gratitude to 
bis Saviour, while he reflects on what he aiiiffered 
to purchase these pleasures for him ! 
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/ When I cotirider the idvantages of bU du 
blame my grief : and yet who can forbear to h 
the best of friends, the honestest of ,ment ai 
most agreeable companion that eyer was ?.eq[ 
ly in an age like this , where so little honotar^ I 
diipt and sincerity, are to be found. But I an 
going to write a satire upon mankind, and the 
will say no more, but that 

I am faithfully your^ty 

Cl 

LETTER VL 

To Cloeiiida. 
Ton ask me, my dear Clorinda, what is the f 
of the deep melancholy you obsenre in me, ai 
amazed to see how little relish I have for the t 
which amuse other people of my age and qx 
Tour partiality Tor me makes you fancy that r 
difference is the result of a good understanding 
that the force of my judgment has been able t 
due my passions ; but, alas ! how are you mist: 
my melancholy proceeds from the irregularity • 
affections ; love, vanity, distrust, and repent 
conspire to rack me \ and, 

When I look back on all my former dayi, 
Tlie only comfort the review affords 
If. that they're past 

. For through their course I cannot recollect 
One free from sonow, guilt, or disappointment : 
Yet heedlcM t'tiU| xluou|]tv Oi^ ^mt \^« I «tny. 
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And rashly venture on the dangVous road ; 

With open eyes, like one asleep, 1 walk, 

And drink the cap, although I know * tis poifion'iV 

Why am 1 led thu« capti^ by my will I ^ •': \ 

While Reason, faithful guide, for ever wamt 

My drousy soul to shun impending danger* 

This night may be my last ; t ne'er again 

May see the dawning of- another mom : 

Shall 1 forego the joys of heav'n^to sooth 

A wayward fancy, or destructive passion ? 

Ah, no ! let ev*ry facuky unite 

To break the yoke ! Reason, resume thy sway,. 

And calm these wild disorders of my breast! 

Whisper thy sacred dictates to my heart. 

And bend it to th* observance qf thy laws I 

Inspire my soul with €v*ry heav'nly thought, 

And shew me Wisdom's paths ! direct my stepi,. 

Nor IcaTC me thus benighted ? 

There is riot in nature a greater contradiction 
than my thoughts and actions, and it is impossible 
for me to account why they ar^ so : I pursue the 
pleasures of this world at the same time that I 
know them to be fleeting and worthless. I distract 
myself about the opinion of the public, though I 
despise the injjostice gf its censures.. I cannot for- 
bear repining at my unhappy circumstances, in suf- 
fering myself to be tormented with the ingratitude 
of some whom I thought my friends, nor weeping, 
while I indulge a hopeless passion ;. though I know 
that 

Quickly will irty glass of life be run. 

And with it all my joys and sorrows gone : 

Then 1 no m«re shall feel Love'a cxud S*t^ 
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But cold and peacefol to the grave retire f 
Vo more ihall weep for iht liccDtioiM wrdtaga 
Of jud^cntt rash, or scouFge o£ dand'rous toi 

And yet, not creti this reflectien can ai 
patience I am uneaay with mj faults y 
recting them ; and in lave with my di 
practising it. I act contrary to my higl 
and torn rebel to the authority of my 
m'cnt. 

After thi& account of me>. yon will i 
that I ledrc -js niuch as I can firom nol 
yy ; Aough no^shade is gloomy enough 
folly from my eyes» nor any retreat calm 
hill my passfons. However, I do not 
of conquering these vexations by the a 
Religion, and the grace of that God \ 
ways be found, by those who seek him^ 
ble sen«e of their own unworthiness, an 
liancc upon his mercy. 

I am never in so whimsical a situatic 
in the midst of all my absurdities,, as to 
I arojt by a thousand obligations, 

Your faithful friend, 

and obliged ser 



LETTER VII. 
To Almib.a. 
Mf dear Almira* 

ToiJ will be exttcmd^ 2ifflicted» though 
4c<4 to hear that^ a(ui \an?ji\%\Axv^'^.^ ^ 
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the unhappy, Tcraminta yesterday expired in my 
arms. The day before her death she ordered cvc« 
ry body but me to leave the room, and desired me 
to sit down by her bed-side ; then, taking me by 
the hand, she spoke to me in the following man- 
ner. 

I see, my faithful Emilia, that you are sinking 
under the affliction which you suffer, to find that a 
few hours will deprive you not only of a sincere 
and tender friend, but of a person whom your par- 
tiality inclines you to believe ha» some merit. I 
cannot leave you under this mistake, and go out of 
the world with the guilt of deceiving you v it is not 
possible for me to let you waste your tears for a; 
wretch who is unworthy of them : yet let what I 
have suffered for my crimes induce you to compas- 
sion, and my hard fate warn you to guard against 
the first glimmerings of a guilty passion ; for that 
has been my ruin. You know I was married ex- 
tremely young, and upon the fashionable unhappy 
views of estate and titles^r However, my hufband's^ 
merit, (which to my eternal confusion I must ever 
acknowledge), joined to his fondness for me, gain- 
ed so far upon my heart, that if T had not all the 
passion that attends love, 1 had all the tenderness 
of an exalted friendship, for him. In this calm state 
I passed the first six years of our marriage, and had 
several children by him : but then his public em- 
ployment obliged him to enquire iQi ^ ^t.x^^^W'^&r 
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sist him tn the dischsirge of hie office | k h$i t 
young man fccommended to him for that purpotc^ 
whom he took intohk home } he had ten thouMMl 
good qualities ; he was juit tfaree-and-tvnnie]^^aiid 
perfectly beautiful, at least to me lie appeafed m^ 
hot why should I describe lum to you, or strife l» 
conceal the temptation, ndiile I own the guilt I Toft 
know the destroyer of my peace and hU own } kis 
the wretched Alonzo. 1 had not bees Umg m 
the family before I began have an aSisctioa &r 
him that frighted me : Im name affected me 1 1 
could not hear him mentioned without —**niHhi|i 
or see Mm unexpectedly withoat becoaiing •• f4$ 
as ashesi and in a few mondis I found my holt 
was entirely given up to hinu What eloqaeaoe ca^ 
express my grief at this discovery ? My vow»i my 
husband's merit, my family, my fame, now appeal^ 
cd to me in their full force, and joined to rack me> 
I passed my nights in tears, and rose more weary 
than 1 lay down. I flew to religious books for si|0» 
cour, but in vain ; I had neglected the danger till 
it was irretrievable. I wandered in my house and 
gardens more like a guilty ghost than a living crak 
tare ^ and, to add to my distreeSi I observed an on- 
usual melancholy in the face of my dear Alonxo} 
he was always in my way, alone and pensive. One 
evening, as I. was standing just without the dooi» 
in the court before my house, observing the 
moon and starB> ^lucU ^ere shining in thai ful. 
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-Splendour, and wishing mpclf above tTibsfc glitter- 
ing luminaries, that I might be no longer subject 
to that criminal passion which rendered my life 
a burthen, I chanced to ]^t my hands behind 
inc. I had not stood long in that posture before 
I thought I felt something gently touch my hand, 
and rooking round I found it to be Alonao ; who 
seeing me about to leave him, took One of my 
hands, and holding it betwixt bis, pressed it to his 
bosom wi^h an ait of tenderness which pierced my 
▼cry soul. However, I was enough mistress of my- ^ 
self to ask him what behaviour of mine had encou- 
raged him to hope that I would endure so unaccoun- 
table an insolence ? He told me that what he did 
was not the effect of hope, but of absolute despair ; 
that his misery was grown to such an height that it 
was incapable of receiving any aggravation ; and 
that thflOugh he loved me to distraction, he did not 
even entertain a wish that I should return a pas- 
sion so much below me ; and that if I could for- 
give the frenzy th^t had btOught him to make this 
declacation, he would for the future observe an e- 
tcrnal silence^ At these words he burst into tears, 
and I left him with the utmost precipitation, to 
conceal a tenderness which neither the obligation 
of my duty, or any other reflection, were strong 
enough to suppress. I was now sunk to the depth 
of misery : I had listened to the declaration of a 
love forbidden by all the laws of Kn^^Nttv 'jca^^^\'Ocv^ 

M3 
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and contrary to every principle of virtue i 

my education had instilled into my 'souL 1 1 

not what method to take to free myself and t 

zo from so unhapm a situation. SometiB 

resolved tp feign some cause of ^slikCf and 

vail with my husband to discharge him. Wl 

had summoned all my aids of virtue, modesty^ 

pridci and fanned myself aUe to make the.di 

ful propos^, my passion brought back hb id 

my heart with all the charms of his mind and 

•on» and represented him not only niined in 

peace, but in his fortune, by my severity. St 

months passed in this state of anxiety, and b 

ligiously observed his word, nor ever onoe i 

tioned his passion ; but at Jast the disorder ol 

mind threw him into a feveri and his life wai 

spaired of. Judge what I endured upon tUs 

casion : however, conscious modesty hinderec 

from going near him in his illness, which Is 

almost a fortnight ; but at last his youth, anc 

strength of his constitution, overcame his dis< 

and he was able to get up the stairs that led tc 

apartment, and was at the door of it just as 1 1 

to call some of the servants. At that momei 

very good angel left me, and I could not for 

expressing my joy to find him able to leave 

bed. •* Alas !** said he, " why do you wish 

'< misery prolonged ? Death is my only roa< 

> peace, since I ^im. \vM^^\i^ ^^>3l " These wo 
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tied With the paleness of his looks, disarmed 
my resolutionsi and I told him a secret which 
)ught rather to have died than have uttered ; I 
/ned my passion, and begged him to live for 
J sake, if not for his own* He was amazed 
d overjoyed at this confession^ and soon reco- 
red his health. We now went on in a thought- 
is road of pleasure, and indulged our mutual pas- 
>n, till at last he pressed me to give him the most 
ilty proofs of it ; and strengthened his entrea- 
s with all the arguments that so good an un- 
rstanding, assisted by the powers of Hell, could 
>pire. But as passionately as I loved him, he 
uld not, with aH his eloquence, erase the senti- 
snts of innate virtue, and convictions of reli- 
3n, from my soul. I was not enough abandoned 
It to look on adultery as a point of horror not to 
outlived 5 and dimigh I allowed him liberties 
iich I am now convinced were guilty, yet I al- 
lys kept myself from the last steps of vice, and 
IS so happy, diat, instead of my yielding to hi5 
guments, he was convinced by mine, and asked 
rdon of God and me for the criminal design he 
d pursued. We now resolved, by the strictness 
our lives, to make what amends we could for 
e errors we had fallen into ; and for these last 
ree years have applied ourselves seriously to the 
curing of our salvation j but we have never been 
le to conquer our unhappy ^a^Vvou^ t!^a^i.*i^^^ 
M4 
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have suppressed the effects of it. It is this etes 
nal contradiction, joined to the remorse I feel for 
my ingratitude to the best of husbands, which has 
brought me into the condition you see. Happyt 
if by losing my life I could atone for my injustice ! 
How gentle would my agonies appear, if by their 
excess 1 could hope that they would be accepted 
as part of my punishment i Whatever I could suC' 
fcr here would be joyful to me, were I sure it 
could entitle me to mercy hereafter* Here she fel 
into a swoon, but quickly revived, and lived til 
next day. About an hour before she died she 
sent for her husband and children, and took leare 
of them with great tenderness : and then lying 
down as if she would sleep, expired in a few mW 
nutes. They are in vast affliction for her ; but no 
words can paint the despair of Alonzo } he has 
neither spoke nor ate since her death, and seeMs 
so perfectly stupitied, that I fear his senses are gone 
for ever. 

Adieu, my dear Almira ! My tears flow so fast 
that I cafA write no more. 

Emilia. 

LETTER Vlir. 

By the same hind, 
^ly Lord, 

1 HAJ'E at last taken the only means left me to 
free myscif from your importunities, and the 
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'eakn^ss of my own heart, which argued but too 
luch oir your stde. I found my fame, and every 
:her consideratiom too light » when weighed in the 
liance against your love; but the force of religioii 
as turned the scale, and made me resolve to spend 
le remainder of my weeping days in a convent: 
is in th^t holy retreat that 1 hope to find the 
:ace which I lost in the world* You cannot be 
»rry for this resolution when you consider of it{ 
\x not all the polite mauau of the present age arc 
ifficient to discountenance virtue, or bring vice 
ito reputation ; or oould they prevail in this worlds 
ould they be admitted at God's tribunal. Your 
ordship may call this Bigotry^ or any ether name 
hich the levity of your fancy, or modish prin* 
pies, can inspire you with ; but a day will come 
which you will find it sacred truth \ and you wiU 
; glad that, by shutting myself for ever from your 
g:ht, I hindered you from the guilt you havepur- 
led, and put it out of your power to ruin me. It 
ould be no very pleasing reflection on your death- 
;d that you had seduced a soul from the paths 
' peace and virtue ; and, to give yourself a fashion- 
>le liberty, had entailed misery and' infamy on a 
mily who have served you with zeal and afieo- 
3n. What has my aged father left undone to 
ipport your interest in the country ? with what 
ndernebs did my mother educate your two young 
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sistersi who were committed to her care ? And, in 
return, you would bring their only daughter to the 
last degree of sin and shame : this may be gentcdf 
but surely it is not noble* How false are you 
sentiments of honour and justice ! you thought it 
would be a reflection on your character to marry 
into a family so much below you in birth and for- 
tune \ but are not ashamed to return a thowff"'^ 
obligations (pardon me, my Lord| for great at yoa 
are, I must call them such) with the highest mjory. 
And though you have not succeeded in your gmlt 
as to that, you robbed two ancient servants, nay, 
friends of yours, of the joy of their eyes, and de- 
light of their age, their only child ; who by your 
licentious love is forced to seclude herself from 
them, and the whole world, for ever. I dread to 
think how tl>ey will support this affliction* I left 
a letter on the table to acquaint my mother widi 
my retreat, but concealed the cause, for your sister^i 
sake ; since she might, perhaps, resolve to discharge 
herself from an office which she has executed votli 
so much care, and has produced her so cruel a re- 
quital. Let the sorrow you brought upon my pa- 
rents content you, and do not carry ruin into an- 
other family. Why should you employ the finest 
understanding, and the most graceful person, to 
promote the cause of Hell ? and why must the ranfe 
power, and wealthi which were given you to dif- 
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fuse happiness all around you, only serve to make 
you capable of splendid mischief ? 

I am now in a sanctuary where I cannot be the 
entertainment of your idle hours, and where the 
time I spent in listening to you shall now be em- 
ployed in praying for your reformation ; the tears 
which I have often poured out in vain to dissuade 
you from your guilty enterprize shall be shed be- 
fore God for your sins : for though you have used 
me with the utmost cruelty, your eternal welfare 
will always be the tenderest concern of 

The unhappy AnastasiA. 



LETTER IX- 

To Leonora. 

I have been on the very borders of the grave, and 
have, for several months, endured all the pains and 
languishments of a dangerous illness ^ but it has 
pleased God to restore me to so tolerable a measure 
of health that I am now able to think and write 
again \ and with what pleasure do I feel myself 
once more at ease ! 

How ungrateful are the generality of mankind, 
while they enjoy this blessing 1 and how seldom 
^when they are well) do they reflect on the incon- 
venience and faintness, the weariness and painsn 
that attend a sick bed ' I ncvci w^^ ^tVkvW^^ Ni\caX 
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I owed to God for my health till I ^ame to ^ 
it. While my Uood flowed with an even c 
termpted course m its channeb, and my art 
and sinews were able to perform dieir acveral f 
tionS) I overlooked that mercy which had co 
ved them for those operations ; but as aoon as 
were obstructed I was sensible of their value $ 
while I sickened at the sight of my food, I er 
the peasant, whose health enabled him to 
his dinner with the sweat of his brow $ and ^ 
I was in torment in a stately apartment, aad 
les6 on a bed of down, how joyfully would 1 1 
exchanged conditions with the hind, who, ii 
humble cottage, was sleeping on sheaves of siti 
How readily would I have parted with all the v; 
of airy titles, all the advantages of riches and f 
deur, to purchase health ! Health, which give 
lish to every enjoyment, and, like the rays of 1 
diffuses beauty upon every object. When I 
ill, the beauty of the creation was effaced to 
I found no longer harmony in the sounds of m 
nor joy while the sun poured his meridian gl 
but turned my eyes from the intolerable lu 
and wished for the shades of Night to veil hi 
diance. I had no pleasure in seeing every t 
round me flourish while I withered and deca 
the birds that warbled near my vdndow sec 
to sing my funeral dirge, and every fly that bu 
in my chamber, %ounded V&t ^vi darm lo judgn 
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When night came, I considered that, probably, I 
might never see day-light again till the morning 
of the resurrection dawned upon, the earth ; and 
when I was dtowzy, and inclining to sleep> I ima- 
gined that I should, perhaps, never wake till I heard 
the voice of the archangel, and the sound of the 
last trumpet, nor lift up my head till I saw the Son 
of man coming in the clouds with power and great 
glory. This near prospect of death and judgement 
has put the world, and all its gaudy vanities, into 
a just light,, and has convinced me of the falsity of 
human comforts : and I have reason to bless God, 
who has given me such an opportunity of seeing 
things as they really are \ and by making me sensi« 
ble of the small consolation that all the earth can 
afford in the time,of illness, and at the hour of 
death has directed my eyes and hopes to Heaven, 
and made me know the value of those hours which 
were too often waited in guilt or folly : and, believe 
me^ Leonora, yo^ will some time or other be sen- 
sibie of this important truth. Yoa are not more 
secure of years to come than I appeared to be be- 
fore this illness ^ and will find the splendour of a 
court, and all the flatteries of life, miserable com- 
forters upon a sick bed : the pleasures of this world 
will withdraw, and nothing remain with you but 
a sense of your past conduct -, and when you find 
yourself 'ready to quit the stage^ you will have no 
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concern about any thing btttliair jmt hsfc actel 
your part. 

I am still Tery weak,- tiioiigh perfecdy it €«r i 
and I could be tatitfied to remain to ahrayt, fiAer 
than hazard being again ashTe to mypaaiioottfil 
pieasuret. I am^ mtb all imaginable sincerity, • 

Tour moat lUtlifiBl . 
DumL 



LETTER X. 
To LTtaia>nu 
I TOLD you, some time since, that nry affairy wonll 
oblige me to pass this summer at my estate in the 
West ; I have been al^it these six weeks. 1 brought 
no company hither but Cleomedon, iriio is so fond 
of his studies that 1 seldom see him, unless it be at 
meals, but then he is always sprightly and cheer* 
f ul : and at other times I entertain myself either in 
the park or gardens, which afforded me so much 
amusement that I never find the day too long. 

I cannot forbear repeating to you an adventure 
which I met with a few days ago. - As I was ri- 
sing over some of my farms, I came to the brow of 
an extreme high hill, from whence I had the pro- 
spect of the most beautiful valley imaginable ; it 
was full of woods, and watered with a large rivers 
in some places it run very broad and straightj inOi». 
thcj& u was more coiiU^atd>and flowed in i thoft* 
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and windings \ sometimes it was lost anK)ng the 
v^oods, and rose again with fresh beauty as it run 
hrough the flowery lawns. I was so charmed with 
he sight of this sylvan scene that I longed tobc i» 
t; but the difficulty was how to get down thehilU 
or that side next the valley was almost pcrpendi- 
:ular, and so rocky and covered with wood that it 
£enr.ed unpassible. However^ I dismounted, and^. 
eading my horse, found a narrow winding, by 
rhich I made a shift to get to the bottom of the 
liil ; at the foot of which was a delightful plain, 
lere and there interspersed with spreading oaks> 
)eech and sycamore trees. Here I had the pleasure 
o observe the spring of the river that watered that 
seautifuJ valley ; it gushes out of tjie side of the 
rock, and, after falling from one clift to another a 
;reat height, runs- even with the grass through the 
plains and woods. I iww got on horseback again> 
md following the course of the river about three or 
bur furlongs 1 came to a low house, behind which 
here was a plat of trees^ and^ be/ore a little court, 
ivhich had no. other fence than a laurel hedge 
jreast-higli. There was a little wicket which stood 
3pen, and the neatness of the place tempted me 
:o go in ;. which I did with the better assurance, 
because 1 imagined, by the appearance and size o£ 
the house, that it was not inhabited by any persons 
of distinction. I crossed the court without seeing 
any body^ and came into a hall^ the neatness o£ 
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which is not to be described. But I own I was 

SurI>ri^cd to see aharpricord, upon which lay some 
music books. I had tlie curiosity so look into thciiit 
and found some of them were Opera airsj' but the 
greater part hymns and anthems* There lay on 
the table two large folios of maps, and upoti the 
ground 1 observed a pair of very fine globrs. A 
furniture so diflFerent from what 1 expected made 
me uncertain whether I should follow my curioii* 
ty, which led me to go up a st.^.ircase that was at 
one end of the hall, or go back without disturbing 
the owners of the house, who I now began to be- 
lieve were of a different rank from wliat I at first 
imagined ; <ind yet it was inconceivable to me how 
any persons of distinction should be in such a house* 
My curiobity pievailed, and 1 went up ; but when 
1 came near the top of the stairs I heard a person 
reading with great justnessi in a clear voice, which 
seemed to be a woman's. I stopped a little to lit- 
ten to her, and at last turning to my right hand, 
I observed a door which stood half open, from 
whence 1 imagined the voice came. I drew near 
it without any noise, and could see a grave welU 
looking woman of about fifty, who was reading a* 
loud to two very beautiful young ones, who were 
embroidering flowers on white silk } they were 
dressed alike in white sattin waistcoats, and brown 
lutestring petticoats, and upon their heads fine la- 
ced capsj made like those of the common peasants i 
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they had an air of innocence and modcstjr greater 
than I ever saw. She who appeared the elder of 
the two had dark hair, and the niost blooming com« 
plexion imaginable \ she was tall^ and finely shap- 
ed, and might have passed for an inimitable beau- 
ty, had not the young creature who sat by her 
showed that it possible even to surpass her. Her 
hair was almost flaxen, and her skin could scarce 
be equalled by any poetical simile ; she had large 
blue eyes, and her eyebrows and eyelashes were a 
dark brown ; she had a sweetness in her counte- 
nance which would have disarmed a tiger of its 
rage. I had considered them but a few moments 
when she who seemed the elder of the young wo- 
men looked up and seemed surprised at the sight 
of a stranger ^ however, she rose with great qivi- 
lity, and said, << Madam, here is a gentleman, who^ 
•* I believe, would speak with you.*' I then was 
so confounded, that I neither knew how to retire 
or make an excuse for so unaccountable a visit ; 
but the eldest of the ladies asked me to come in, 
with so benign and cheerful an aspect, that it gave 
me courage to own the occasion of my intrusion, 
and ask a thousand pardons for it. To which she 
answered, ** That my curiosity was its own pu- 
** nishment, since it had made me take so much 
<* pains to see what was so little worth it as her 
** retirement/' I had now time to view the room 
they were in ; it was hujig to the tog of the chakv 
Vif/ume L ti 
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with fine' Indum matttng, abof« wl i, all KoaoB 
the room, were &hdfea fitkd widi books ; and, u^ 
on looking into them, I found them 4o be aa'a^ 
miraUe coIlecHon of history, diwinitf • aofl liavds^ 
there were'a few b^ks of the heat philoac^hj, and 
someplaye. Hiere were upon stands aerend hawia 
of flowersi and^ in short, every thing wia so ^ 
gant and charming, -that I began to £siu:y myadC 
in an indianted habitation, and could not forinm 
expressing my desire: to knew how people of so €9* 
traordinary a genias came tolive in sOTfry-retiiQit 
manner ; which the elderly lady pierceiTiiig tcddMb 
that if I had patience she wonld givanne a fiiildM 
account^ it* She said her husband was d^ hah. 
^ a noble family^} that faia name was TbciQB% 
by whom Ac had two daughters, which w^if fim 
young women I saw^ that her husband -died whsa 
the eldest was betwixt eight and nine years oU» 
and left great debts : in vain did she apply to bil 
rich relations, they would not assist her i^ so thit 
she found herself either obliged to alter her way ft 
hving, or leave his debts unpaid ; which^ though 
the laws did not force her to satisfy, she thoufjn 
herself bound to do by all the rules of justice aoi 
honour. She tlierefore discharged all her scrvaaH 
except two maids, and an ancient clergymaiw 
whom she kep^ to instruct her daughters* Widi 
this small family she retired to this house, whmo 
^e said she VadVvNti \:^5v>rards of fifteen ycaa» 



She paid her husband's debts in the first seveh ; 
but had found sq much peace in that solitude that 
she was Ibtk to quit it, and had the pleasure to find 
both her daughters in the same mind. I could 
not forbear asking how they amused themselvea 
in so absolute a retreat, and in what manner they 
divided the day. in answer to which she told me, 
that indeed they seldom went abroad \ and that 
when she had given me an account of one day^ 
she told me their whole course of life for the last 
fifteen years. 

" As sobn as we rise," said she, " we meet in a. 
** little chapel below stairs, where the clcrgymaa 
** I mentioned to you reads prayers to us, and wc 
" sing a psahn. After this, we have our breakfast^ 
** and my daughters amuse themselves with their 
"** nniisic or painting, as they like best, while I am 
•* busied with the affairs of my family. About 
^* eleven o'clock we go into a room, where we pre- 
** pare medicines for the poor, who cannot afford 
^* better help, and th&t have a press filled with 
•* clothes for them of all sorts ; and in the drawers 
** under are Bibles^ and other books of devotion, 
" that while wc take care of their bodies their souls 
•* may not be entirely neglected. Here we spend 
** our timjE till we are ready to dress for dinner ; 
•* after dinner, my daughters play on the harpsi- 
'" chord, and sing, or sometimes we only converse, 
** till wc have a mind to comcMij b\\.Vvt."x^^\x^\t.^w^ 
N z 
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«< of us constantly reads while the others woiL fa 
« the evening we walk till supper } after wluch, we 
*^ call our Htde familji and end the daqr. as we be* 
** gun it, in prai^ng God, and un^orihg his' ffeo>' 
« tcction." 

I told her, *^* I was no longer surprised tfaatdief 
«< liked thdr way of living, since it appeared to ne 
^ to be such as must entirely secure ^m fiEDmal 
'< kinds of discontent.'' 

They none of them answered to tlus ; and« 1^ 
on looking up, I saw the face of the eldest daiq^ 
ter covered with tears. I expressed my conoenut 
this sudden akeradon, and begged to know tlieiiie>' 
casion of it. ** Alas 1" said her mother, *< dus m- 
^ happy girl is more to be pitied than you imagine t . 
<* and it is only on her account that I feel sonmr. 
^^ About five years ago she fell desperately in love 
** with a young man, who was equally so with hers 
'^ but the misfortune was, that he was not only 
*^ much below her in his fortune, but of a family 
*^ which are notorious for their wickedness, thou^ 
^' he is not so himself *, for his mother, who was pe^ 
'^ fectly virtuous, had instilled into him all the prio- 
** ciples of piety and morality. They had long 
*' had a mutual tenderness before I perceived it{ 
*< but when I did, and found how much RosellA 
" heart was fixed, it afflicted me so that 1 fell inll 
'' a deep melancVvol^t which ended in a dangeroM 
^ sickness, and \ vv?i^ Svncx^ w^\\s^TK^^^i^viu» ^ 
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* 1 then told Rosella the cause of my illness, and 
^ advised her against a marriage, the apprehensions 
^ of which had, in all probability, cost me my life. 
^ She fell on her knees by my bed-side, and, bath-* 
' ing my hands with her tears, begged I would^en- 
' deavour to recover ; for if some body waa to he 
the victim of her unhappy passion, she was re^ 
solved it should be herself, since death would be^ 
' less terrible to her than offending me. I rejoiced, 
and was surprised at her compliance, and hoped 
her affections had not been so firmly rooted as^E 
since found r When I began to recover, she beg- 
ged leave to write to Alphonso, (for that was the 
name of her lover) and give him an ac5count of 
the promise she had made, and the reasons^ 
which forced her to itr He received the news 
with inexpressible grief, and the next day left 
his father's house -, to which he has never yet 
yet returned, nor has any body heard of him. I 
have been so much touched with my daughter's 
sufferings,, and the patience with which she en- 
dured them, without ever upbraiding me as the 
cause of them, that I now wish as ardently as she 
does to see him return ; that I may have the plea- 
sure of rewarding her filial piety, by giving her 
hand where she long ago placed her heart." She" 
)uld not end this relation without tears, in whicb 
ZT daughters accompanied her. 
1 own I was moved wnth compassion at the sto* 



ry of Rosellai and cannot take iliy tlkif^itti fiom 
this charming xetirementi <n forget the beamy dF 
Melissai >vluch uras the name of die ftmngerdaB^ 
ter. 

I staid till it was davkj^ and liieii tookmy leaiCy. 
extremely deltghted^vrkh sattnoommtm an adttiK 
lure. Adieu. 

BiKUiAifoum 
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LETTERS 

MORAL AND ENTERTAINING. ' 
PART II. 

LETTER L 

To Lady Sophia, frofT^^ a young woman of quality^ re- 
lating the occasion of her leaving her father'^ s house • ■ 
Madam, 

W HEREVER I am, It will be a pfeasure ta you, 
I am persuaded, to know I have found a retreat 
entirely to my own satisfaction. The occasion* 
of my flight and concealment you are partly 
acquainted with. I found my father inflexi* 
ble in his resolution of marrying me to a foreign- 
er of great distinction, one of his own princi- 
ples, a bigotted Papist. My mother, you know, ; 
was a strict Protestant, and, by her marriage ar- 
ticles, had secured her own liberty, and that of e- 
ducating her daughters in the same profession. I 
was their only child, carefully instructed in those 
sacred truths which, by the assistance of heaven, I 
never will renounce \ but rather give up my title 
to all the dazzling advantages the world can tempt 
mc with. It is for this lama voUnuUi'i ^lii^^^^s^ 
N 4 
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my fathcf's house, who, after my moAer's dleatfit 
intrenched on my religious liberty, restrained me 
from the public worship, and forbid me reading 
my Bible. These severities,, with the French 
match he was treating for me, put me on the des- 
perate adventure of privately quitting his family, 
and securing my freedom in some humble disguise. 
No person on earth was privy to my design but a 
near relation of my mother's, a person of strict 
honour and piety ; who encouraged me to sacri- 
fice ev^ry thing rather thaa renounce my faith, or 
break my peace with heaven and my own coo- 
science. 

I got the habit of a country girl, and, with this 
gentleman's assistance, was carried into one of the 
mos^ fertile counties in England, till we came near 
a large farm-house, of which he had some know* 
ledge, and ther-e he left me to make my owa for- 
tune. I went on with cautious steps till I came 
to the entrance of a square court^ surrounded with 
. a hedge ©f hawthoruv in its full bloom. Here I 
met the mistcess of the family ^ she appeared young 
and in^a clean modest dress, was perfectly agreea- 
ble : there was something in her aspect so gentle 
and beneficent, that I could not help being inte- 
rested in her welfare from the first moment I saw 
her. 

She was then dealing out the remains of a plen- 
tiful table to. a company of indigent people, wiio> 
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th lifted hands and grateful hearts^ implored 
sdven to reward her ia a thousand blessings. A 
ry pretty boy and girl, with sparkling eyes and 
>y checks, stood hanging, on her apron v who, to 
mic their mother,, gave away all the little trea- 
re they had in their pockets to the beggars' chil- 
m ;. and then fell a crying, because she would 
t suffer them to pull oiF their own- shoes and 
ckings tagive to some that were bare- footed. 
As soon as she had dismissed her dependants I 
ered my service^ and told her the distresses to 
lich I must be exposed if she refused me« She 
ceived my concfern was unaffected ; and seeing 

young, with the bloom of health in my looks, 
ithout any of that impertinent caution I expect- 
I she agreed to receive me into< her service. She 
n happened to want a servant, rather to share 
h. her in the management of a large family thaa 
DC employed in any domestic drudgery. I know 

why, but she seemed, pleased with me ; and I 
h equal content entered my new station with- 

any melancholy reviews of my past grandeur,r 

dignity of my birth, or the delicacy of my edu- 
lon. The glorious motive for which I had re- 
led the splendid vanities of life gave an un* 
ak-ible alacrity to my mind, and filled it with. 
t ineffable peace that springs from conscious- 
ue : 

\c these celestial consolations mine, 
iad 1 ihe> world, with all its pom^^ icm^ 
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I did not see my new master till the qfenihg, 
when he came home, with a train not of bcaus 
and powdered footmen, but of industrious honest 
labourers ; some of his own household, and others 
hired i)y the day, whom he punctually paid at the 
close of it, repeating that rule of the sacred scrip- 
ture, " Thou shalt not sleep with the wap:es of an 
*^ hireline," He :s a very grave man, twice die 
age of his wife, a person of great prudence and un- 
blemished honesty ; very hospitible to strangers, as 
gentle and compassionate to his servants ; country 
business is his great delight, in the manngcmentof 
which Heaven l.as blessed him with uninterrup^ 
ed prosperity and vast increase. 

The farm-house is indeed somewhat antique, 
but spacious and pleasant : a. more agreeable situ- 
ation cannot be imagined, nor a greater variety of 
sylvan scenes described in poetry, unless Mr Thom- 
son's Spring and Summer Seasons could rise in one 
enchaniing prospect. The wide landscape round 
is all my master's property : his snowy flocks arc 
ranging on the hills, his grazing herds lowing 
through the plains ; the mountains are crowned 
with the great Creator's bounty, and the vallies 
made vocal with his praises. 

These scenes of innocence and plenty bring bad 
the Patriarchal ages to my view, and give me a 
sort of pious pleasure. Methinks I see the plains 
of Mamre co\ex^^ \i\\5\ \X\ft wealthy Hebrew's 
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flocks and herds ; or^ shifting the scene fot the 
fruitful fields of Haran, the beauteous Rachel foU 
lowing her fleecy charge seems to come in view ; 
Boaz and his reapers appeared to my fancy in the 
jovial months of harvest. In that cheerful season, 
here was no wild riot, no rude intemperance ; no- 
'diing.but harmless merriment appeared among any 
of my master's domestics. As soon as they enter 
his service he gives them a Bible and The Practice 
of Pietji with strict orders, that they appear con- 
stantly on the Lord's Day at the public worship, 
unless they have such an excuse as they dare carry 
to the last tribunal. 

It will not be incredible to one of your piety 
that I can make myself easy in a way of life so 
diflfercnt from the gaieties of a court, to which I 
have been inured. I am not only easy, but really 
happy ; my mistress, who has a sweetness of tem- 
per not to be equalled, is fond of me, and leaves 
jne not to be idle, but which is much better, to 
chuse my own employment. You know my stature 
18 above the common height ; and since I came 
"here I am rather grown taller, and somewhat more 
pluAip, so that a little business does me no manner 
of harm. 

I have entirely put off the fine lady, and all my 
court airs ; I have almost forgot I am an Earrs 
daughter, and should start at the sound of Lady 
Frances ', instead of that> I am ^laivxx ^wiSw^^^^ 
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without any other appellation but what the gentle 
swains now and then give me, of a handsome lass, 
or a proper damsel, with which I am infinitely 
better pleased than when I was an angel, or a god- 
dess, and impiously addressed in the strains of ado* 
ration* If ever I return to the modish world, I 
must learn to dance again^ having perfectly forgot 
to make my honours : I have made but one court- 
sey since 1 came here, and that was to a Squire, 
who, because it was somfething low, and not finish- 
ed in the twinkling of an eye, catched me by the 
hand, verily believing I was sinking to the ground 
in a fainting fit. I am not turned Quaker, but I 
have laid aside all ceremony, and call every body 
in the village by their Christiaa name ; except my 
master and mistress, and the parson of the parish, 
whom I cannot pass by without telling you he is a 
man of exemplary piety, of universal charity, and 
a great blessing to this place. 

^ly splendid distinction of being the head ser- 
vant, as it gives me a pretence to keep my distance, 
end to be as reserved as I think fit, so it frees me 
from any drudgery but what is my own choice; 
tlie worst of which is rubbing a long oaken table 
that graces the hall, and is kept as bright as a look- 
ing glaLS. My Saturday's work is dressing four or 
five spacious chimnies with plonies, holly- oaks, or 
branches of bays. Some p!lrt of my time (and that 
the moit dcV.gHiful^ v^ s^Qut In rambling the fields 
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with my master's children, the pretty boy and girl 
I mentioned : while they are following their little 
sports, I give up my thoughts to some innocent re- 
verie, or pious meditation ; to this the view of the 
fair creation invites me ; here the present Deity 
^eeras to challenge a natural homage, while he 
cheers me in the glory of the sim, refreshes me in 
the fragrant breeze, is beauty in the flowers of the 
field, and harmony in the nightingale's voice. With 
a sort of ecstacy I repeated Milton*s Morning 
Hymn, to which the Italian translation gives new 
life and music : 

Gloriofe opre tue tutte son queste 
Padre 'del bene omnipotente : £* tuo 
Questo composto universal, cotanto 
A mervigla bello ; or qua'l sarui 
Oggetto di »tupor, ta steeso 
Incfifabil • .^-^ 

But I am not always in the sutlime ; I somtimes 
descend to gather cowslips and daisies, or pursue 
some gaudy butterfly, with my pretty companions ; 
or please myself with dressing up their fine flaxen 
hair with tufts of flowers. 

These, you will think, are very guiltless amuse- 
ments ', and if I should tell you I have an amour 

• These are thy glorious works. Parent of good, 
Almighty, thine this universal frame, 
Thus wondrous fair; thytelf how wondrou« then! 

Unspeakable——- ■ 

Miitoni Paradiit L»iS^^^V>'<A*\^V 



ia6 1XTTBBS 

altogether »s ^ikfe8i» < Ladly a^ * 

you not believe me ? I se yo« will wA wmi 

xnj charms have ciiptivaited the Lofd itf die mt^ 
nor, or a Jitstiee of the qt m, eflrtfae Hi^ Sh6* 
riff* of the C9ttnfef i Abu ! o j waalhilkm tlfBe^i 1 
should not aim glorious conqueits^ wU 

even in miy best : irel ; and in-tlaty I OHiifc lett 
you, la as therdess in an open* 

But, if you was to see the gentle youth tltttT laft 
the vanity to think -sighs *fcir me» yo«L wodd he* 
lieve him some poetical form: Ee is ao degatfl^ m 
beautiful, that when he appears the acme is al 
Arcadia; and (except a cerMn persan widi-aH* 
and garter) he is the handsomest yomh Aat evef 
your eyes beheld. Nor wiU yott Wonder viAicii I 
tell you his descent is from a younger branch of 
the S — family, a race remarkable for heroes and 
beauties. By the extravagance of his ancestors the 
estate has been long sunk .to about t\]iro or three 
hundred a year : this youth was left from his in- 
fancy to the care of his grandmother, and bred as 
Veil as her narrow fortune would allow ; but it is 
easy to perceive he owes nothing but to Naturey 
Mi'hich has given him every advantage, without the 
vices, of a polite education : he is about my own 
age, hardly turned of nineteen When I first saW 
him, he was sitting under a shady beechj with an 
En/;lish Pasior Fido in his hand ; he appeared like 
another Adorns \u v\v^ %q^\^^x \iVyiTcw ^1 life. I 
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cannot describe him better than in the following 
•verses, writ by Lady B— '3 on another subject i 

His faultless shape appeared with evVy grace, 
While Beauty lat triumpbaBt in his face ; 
His hair, the palest brown, in riDglcts flow*4, 
And charms beyond the reach of Arc bestow 'd. 
His forehead white as snow, his radiant eyes 
The bright celestial blue that paints the skies : 
A guiltless blush his blooming cheeks disclose, 
The native tincture of an opting rose ; 
His aspect open, artletts, and serene, 
Revcard the spotless mind that dwelt withio. 

In this perfection of youthful charms he has all 
that modesty that rises from a delicacy of thought, 
and a constant fear of offending. I am so demure 
and reserved that he has not the least suspicion of 
my partiality for him ; nor dares discover his own 
for me, though he believer his station so superior 
to miae : he looks and sighs^ but is as silent as your 
great grandfather's bustothat stands on his monu- 
ment. I am, indeed, a very great prude, and ne- 
ver gave him an opportunity to speak on this sub- 
ject ; but, if 1 should, the attempt would infalli- 
bly suffocate him. He lately brought me a basket 
of flowers from a little neat garden of his grand- 
mother's ; but he stood so long in suspense with 
the basket in his hands, that I feared the fragrant 
blossoms would have been withered before he could 
come to a resolution to let me have them. 
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He would etttnnlj have piesented them to Ae 
Queen with more assurance and a better giace, had 
he been received with those pn^itious amilet wbich 
never fail to encourage modest virtucy aful acatter 
every human care. 

RoaALIHDi* 
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Ta Lady SofWiAf from tbt n 

Not bubling founuins to the thirsty 
ever more welcome, dear I^j Sophia» than ywr 
letter to me ; nothing can be more aoknin than dc 
profession of your friendship, nor more agieea* 
ble than your raillery on my gallant. He may b^ 
as you imagine^ one of Count Gabalis*s sylphs ; or 
some gentle spirit of the vale, propidous to vir- 
tuous lovers V or of the number of the Sylvan 
Genii, with whom he seems to converse mwc 
than with any thing of human race. 1 have sd- 
dom seen him but either walking in some verdant 1 
in closure under a hedge-row of shady treeSy or 
sitting with a flute in his hand by sonne purling rip 
vulct, mimicking the nightingale's pensive note, 
while the melting music glides along the stream 
and echoes through the flowery dale. In one of 
my rambles with my little mistress I followed tbe 
l course of a pretty cascade, which fell from an eaiy 
<Icsccnt, and \cd mt Xo ^ u^\u\?^ \iQr«^\ 5a£ trcc«> 
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"vhosc branches mingling at the top formed a lofty 
archy and excluded the noonday*$ sultry beams : 
I entered the silent retreat with as much veneration 
as if it had been sacred to some invisible Power \ 
bat how great was my surprise when I saw the 
lovely youth reclined on a mofly bank, lost in dow- 
ny fleep ! the verdant coach was canopied over 
with ivy twining with honeysuckles^r 

Never did any human* thing appear so Beautiful f 
A blush, like the rosy morning, painted his face, 
while smiles of peace and conscious innocence 
seemed to bliss the golden slumber : I gazed for a 
few moments with the same guiltless delight as an 
ethereal being woid^d inspirci and thea softly with- 
drew. 

If he is, as you Satter me, some bright inhabi* 
tant of the air, the purity of my passion is very 
agreeable to a lover of that kind ; it is a harmless 
lambent flame that pbys about my heart, and 
gives me no manner of uneasiness ; rt is such a 
sanctity of affection as neither interrupts nor pro- 
fanes my devotion ; it has something more than 
the tenderness of Friendship, and less than the 
warmth and violence of Passion -, and seems, like 
the dictates of guiltless Nature, ta soften tlie fati- 
gue of my new station. 

These refinements. Lady Sophia, will, I fear, be 
g little incredible to you, who are dazzled ^jinsib^ 
VUuau L O 
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the lu«tre of a Duke's coronet, and hare phoei 
your affections on mortal charms. 

I am now come to the serious part of jaar let- 
ter. 1 know that religion is the governing ptia> 
ciple of your actions ; which makes me the mae 
surprised that you should persuade me to p«t mf 
self on the hazard of a second triaL Are you sot 
th^t neither the flattery nor threatenings oJF my fa- 
ther will prevail with me to renounce the Refonii' 
ed religion, and perjure mysclfi by giving myvovi 
to a man my soul detests ? Do you think the spada 
of vanity and ambition are extinguished in vy 
breast ? that greatness and pleasure have no charms? 
or that the tender affection I have for my fsicfaer 
will ever be cfFiccd ! Oh ! Lady Soplua, if you 
knew the anguibh it cost me to break through these 
hok, these powerful engagements, you would not 
persuade me to quit this peaceful retrcati and pot 
the event on another trial. 

Your care for me seems confined to tJiis worMi 
whatever becomes of me in the next. Could yoo 
meet me again, shining in the drawing-room, or 
sparkling in the ring, it would, perhaps, content 
you, though I never glittered among the stars, nor 
was admitted into the celestial assemblies. If Host 
the music of the spheres^ I suppose your heart 
would be at rest, could I once more hear the trans- 
porting sound of — a //V/f, and be restored to my 
lost dignity : and yet the. possession of these pri- 
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Tilcges nerdr put me in an ecstasy ; nor can I help 
fancying Rosalinda has as musical a sound as Lady 
Francis: I never found a spell in those right ho- 
nourable syllables for an aching head or an heavy- 
heart : niy Ladyship finds as great satisfaction in 
ranking ^ set of Deift dishes on a freestone chim- 
ney-piece as ever I had in disposing my fine China 
on an Indian cabinet. 

A clears Cambric cap, and an Holland govtrn 
wrought with natural flowers, are the top of mj 
finery v in which I like myself as well, and think 
I look as handsome, as when I was dressed in bro- 
cades and jewels for a birthnight. Indeed, that 
happy occasion always gives an alacrity to my 
thoughts, and carried me through the glorious toil 
with pleasure : but I have a mind as easy and in- 
nocent now as when burthened with those costly 
ornaments -, a red cross-knot, a glass necklace, and 
flowers in my bosom, are the only useless part of 
my dress, which is either the gift of Nature, or 
honestly paid for ; in which I am a thousand times 
more happy than I should be in borrowed finery 
at the expense of some industrious trader's ruin> 
and that of his whole family. 

You find. Lady Sophia, I am very well at ease, 
and enjoy a perfect tranquillity in this humble 
station : it was a principle truly rational and di- 
vine that induced me to give up all the splendid 
distinctions of my bisth, the ease and ddv<;'iL<:^ ^.^^^ 
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which I had been accustomed^ rather than ba?d 
^ny those sacred trotlis to which my soul rellg 
ciisly assented, and whose divine articles some ^ 
my glomus ancestors have «^aed with the 
Wood-^ I 

lastcad of looking back with regret on my pa^ 
grandeur, tlxe re&ignarion gives me a tatse of cel« 
tialjoy;; the sons of angeU. could not soothe x^ 
witli softer harmony thait what itmlu from di 
secret approbation of my own reason y and whil 
aU wkhm is peaceful and serene, whether I am i 
1 palace or cottag^e my h^ippiness is secure, J 
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To Lady Sqwhj Aj./rom tht jamc^ 

ToiTR adviccy dear Lady Sophia,^ is, without qucg 
tion, well meant j but I daFC not follow it : m' 
father is so far from relenting^ that I have had in 
telligenGe, since I ca4iie here, that he ha» sworn b; 
all that is holy, utiless I wiH marry Count Alta 
nriont, and embrace the Romish religion, he wiJ 
settle his whole estate oot some monasterjE at hi 
decease- 

This was what 1 expected? and* I at»- sure yoo 
will not persuade me to renounce heaven, and damn 
myself for the sordid purchase of eighty thousand 
pounds I nor NijoAjld -jow^QWSkidctately advise meta 
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hizzti a celestial advancement for a gilded coro- 
net, or prefer the flattery of mistaken mortals to the 
approbation of angels : they have been witnesses of 
my pious vows ; and, should I violate my fatth| and 
turn apostate to Heaven, those ministers of light 
would bring in their awful evidence, and stand my 
accusers at the last dreadful tribunal: and can you 
in earnest tlunk it the efiect of wisdom and just re- 
jection to dare the menaces of divine Justice ra- 
ther than incur my father's unmqrited resentment ? 
Such I must term it ; having found his afFecrions 
entirely alienated before I left him : there is full e- 
vidence he was pleased with my flight, and take« 
no thought of making any inquiry about it. 

But Heaven can witness with wliat reluctance I 
have torn myself from the sight of this unnatural 
parent ; what anguish, what pangs of afiection, it 
cost me ! This was the most difficult part of my 
conquest. The delicacy and softness to which I 
had been inured, the eclat of birth and quality, re- 
|)utation and esteem of my friends, I resigned with 
^ome degree of fortitude ^ but here Nature, with 
specious arguments, opposed, and had triumphed 
in my perdition, unassisted by the sacred Oracles ; 
to them I applied in this perplexity, and received 
aid from the heavenly illuminations j here I found 
it by the eternal Truth determined, — " He that 
"•* ioves father or mother more than me is not wor- 

03 
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** thy of me." — I worshiped, and obeyed the 
tkL dictates. 

This was do rash bconsidcrate action^ b 
effect of reason and drsigu : after having c< 
the cost, I foutid the odds to be infinite i i 
mage was momentary^ the recomptnsc unli 
and immensei 

•Tif SrUHM ncfw, tht gtMt decidtfig part ; 
The World V wttbdued, lod Hcit'd \us all my heart, 
Earth'» giudy showsjwid pomp of coarti, atUeu I 
For evei now ! tans my eja frtun yoit. 

What can the world, w^at can the arti 
Hcil# propose to tempt me to relincjuish my e 
What codld they lay m the balance agamst i 
vereign Good! what could they offer as an e 
lent to the favour of the infinite Divinity, 
smiles enlighten the re:ilms of Joy, and fill i 
lestial inhabitants with unutterable ecstasy 
those happy spirits, who know what the li 
his countenance imports, what should buy oi 
meat's interval of their bliss ; — ask some i 
cherub, amidst his flaming raptures, at wha 
he values his enjoyment ; — and, when the 
named the purchase, Earth and Hell may trj 
lance my glorious expectations. 

Pleasure would court in vain, and Beauty smile, 
-Glory in vain my wishes would beguile ; 
The Persecutor's rage I W3uld not fear ! 
Let Death in ev'r7 horrid form appear, 
And with his keenest dun% rc\^ \it<i^%\. ^W\\\ 
When breath, and cVrj Nvv^\?.^u'R^^^V^^\Vi^ 
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This sacred flane on brighter wings shall rise. 

And unextinguish*d reach its native skies. 

A thousand times blessed be that propitious Pow- 
er, who, from the plenitude of bliss, and the high- 
est exaltation of glory, descended to low mortality ; 
and, by his own great example and sufFeriags, ani- 
mated my breast with this divine fortitude, and. 
marked a way to victory and immortal honour. 
How sincerely I have followed the heavenly illu- 
mination my witness is within, and my record on 
high. My father, I know, is inexorable, and has 
cut me oflP from his paternal care, and all the pri- 
vileges of my biith ; but while I look forward to 
the bright recompense prepared for suffering virtue, 
this loss sits lightly on my soul. 

But friendship, with a stronger force, detains me ; 

here my soul b in suspense. — Dear Lady Sophia, 

how shall I speak my last adieu ? I feel the pangs 

of separation, an anguish beyond all the emphasis 

of human learning to utter. — Adieu ! we must 

meet no more till the course of Nature is dissolved, 

and the sun has measured his last radiant circle 

round the skies* 

Rosalinda. 

LETTER IV. 

To Laurinda. 
Join with me, dear Laurinda, in thankin;^ Hea- 
ven that I am once more returned to the man- 
O \ 
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6ion*seat of my fathers ; fot, had I staid much 
longer in London I had certainly left my wits 
there* Would you believe that my serious retired 
temper could find charms m a multitudey or my 
heart be held captive in the splendid circle of abhe 
garter ! that I, who have been used to mw the 
stars which glittered over my head in a clear n^^ 
should be dazzled with the lustre of an embroider- 
ed one I And yet all this has befdlen mc» I wsSf 
the other dayy making a visit to Qeomiray when 
the Duke of — — *s chariot, with three laoed 
footmen behind it, stopped at the door i I was at 
the window^ and saw him alight } he is really \a 
handsome man, but his charms were extremely 
increased by the pomp which surrounded him |. 
the respectful awe with which his attendants ap- 
proached him, Iieightened the majesty of his ap- 
pearance. His legs were formed into the ezact« 
est symmetry by the magnificent clocks of his 
stockings ; the deference which was paid him at 
his first coming into the room taught me to look 
upon him as something above the race of mortals 
-which I had been used to converse with. When 
I had time to consider his face, I found it received 
a much greater addition from a fair wig loaded 
with powder than it could have done from artless 
ringlets of the most lovely hair* After he had sat 
a little he asked Cleomira to go with him to his 
house to sec a fiLne%^iol\v^x\^\^'j^^Hrldch were just 
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come over from the Gobelins \ she excused herself, 
as being obliged to stay and entertain me ; but he 
asked me to be of the party ; and as soon as Cie« 
omira's coach was ready, we all went together* 
But if I was charmed with the sparkling chariot 
and embroidered>coat, I was enchanted with the 
house ; the lofty roofs, the painted stair-case, and 
gilded wainscoat, struck toe with a pleasure I had 
never felt ^ however, it was an unquiet joy, and 
I longed to be at home ; for I thought myself in a 
dangerous situation. As soon as Cleomira had 
set me down at my lodgings, I immediately set a- 
bout packing up my things ; and the very next 
morning, in the height of my ecstacy, left London 
and ad its pomp behind me. But how are either 
my eyes or every object altered since I have been 
absent. The house used to appear a handsome 
ancient building, but now I find it only a Gothic 
heap of stone ; the ceilings are so low that I am 
afraid of knocking my brains out ; and the entry 
so narrow, that if I should meet any body I should 
certainly run back again for fear of being squeez- 
ed against the walls in endeavouring to pass. I 
went to pull down the venerable pictures of my 
ancestors, because they were not painted in Italy : 
the bow-windows terrify me, and must be chang- 
ed into Venetian ones ^ for there is no bearing 
the light which strikes through so unfashionable a 
piece of architecture. The ros^ d^vx^VvVcv^ ^i x!c^ 
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neighbouring squires are become in my eyes avk* 
ward figures, and there is sooKthing so ungenteel 
and coarse in such an exuberance of heakk, tbi$ 
I cannot bear to look at them. The jroung meB- 
of the village appear downright btuspkini'} and I 
cannot perceive any beauty in the cheerful bloom 
of their countenances, or just proportion, of lixk 
shape, through die melancholy disguise of uopo«i> 
dered locks and plain broad cloth apparel) >f duf 
talk to me I am amazed how a man has tbe assor 
rance to open his mouth Any where, who has not 
a right to spealc in t^ie House of Peersy md wi 
never comprehend how any thing worth coni«#» 
nicating cad enter into a head which was never 
circled with a coronet* Sentences whidi ace ■!• 
tared by plain Cleon have no force, though perhaps 
the same words would have all the charms of elo- 
quence if pronounced by an carl. 

You see I am not very happy at present in the 
society of my old acquaintance j but I hope this 
delicacy will soon wear off, or I shall not be able 
to behave myself patiently among a set of people 
with whom I have formerly spent many happy 
hours. 

Aclieu, my dear Laurinda 5 my politeness will 
not lessen but increase the value I set upon your 
friendship ; since I am sure the beau monde would 
approve me for being unalterably Tour's, &c. 

LaviniAi 
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LETTER V. 

The sequel of the story of Stlvia^ in the third Letter cf 
the first part of Letters Moral and . Entertaining. 

79 BSLINOA. 

Your suspicions arc too just, of the occasion of 
my late sickness. I have waited with great im- 
patience for the satisfaction of disclosing the se- 
crets of ray soul to you; but my strength would 
no sooner permit me to give you this proof of my 
obedience to your commands, and the confidence 
I have in your fidelity^ 

Why was I formed with these soft inclinations, 
this fatal propensity, to love .! How happy are you 
who, amidst the gayest advantages of youth and 
fortune, can act with such a graceful regularity, 
and govern ypur passions with an absolute com- 
mand, free from those tender emotions which in- 
terrupt the felicity of my life ! 

I spenjt the last winter in the country with my 
father, whose pious instructions, confirmed by his 
own practice, directed me to a refined and immor- 
tal happiness : nor could any invitations from the 
Comtesse de R-r ^ nor all my brother's importu- 
nity, prevail with me to quit a retirement where I 
found so much peace and unmolested tranquillity^ 
My criminal passion for Monsieur le Comte ■■ 
seemed perfectly extinguUhtd^ ^xvA "jj.^^ ^-^^^ \^ 




aia LETTERS ^_ 

a nobler attachment 1 Heaven had all my vows; 
thither, with a divine arnbhion, my soul aspired: 
this sacred ardour, like incense, mingled with the 
morning fragrance^ and cheered the evening shades; 
the whispering brooka and »y}van retreats witnes- 
■sed to the heavenly flame ; where, in language like 
this, I often addressed the invistblcj but picsentj 
Divinity; 

** O thou, whom unseen I love, tell me by what 
*' gentle influence thou dost attract my desires. 
" These eyes have never seen thy lovely face, no 
** accent of thy voice has reached my ear ; and yet 
** tliou art more intimate to my soul than any of 
*' the ot^ects of sense ; to thee I tell my inmost 
** care, and open every grief j while some hcaven- 
** ly gale dispell the gloom, and breathes cterud 
<* peace and fragrance on my souU 
« Not bleivM Arabia, when her spices flow, 
« And load the western breezes with their spoils^ 
<* Is half so sweet ; nor half so sweet the breath 
•* Of op'ning roses, when the dewy Mom 
« Renews- the garden's pride, while the glad Sun 
*« Calls oat the blooming lifet>f cv'iy flow'r. 
^* My wishes fly beyond the bounds of this low 
<* creation, and terminate in thee, the Spring of 
*^ fresh and ever blooming joys : it is thee, ab- 
*' stractly thee, oh, uncreated Beauty, that I love! 
•** not as a miser loves his wealth, or the ambitious 
^^ his grandeur •, not as the libertine loves his plea- 
^ Hire, or the genaou^ m^xiVv^^xv^xtfl; these art 
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♦* flat similitudes, and would profane the sacred 
•* ardor;, but thoa canst read the unutterabltr 
" thought, and explain the secret meaning of my 
•* soul. Search its inmost recesses ; and if thoir 
** findest any competitor there, remove the dar- 
** ling vanity^ and blot every name but thine front 
** my heart.** 

In this elevation, my dear Belinda, would you> 
not think me secure from mortal charms ! Could 
one of your equal temper conceive there was such 
an easy transition from devotion ta love, — mere 
earthly love I Wou4d the most uncharitable per- 
son in the world have said, that from this sublime 
situation I should in a few moments q^uit the skies> 
and bid the angels farewell f 

But such was^ the event y my brother coming; 
hastily to me into the garden where I was walk- 
ing, told me the Comte de R. intended hinx 
the honour of a visit, and would be with us the ne?ct 
morning. He left me immediately, without obser- 
ving the consternation Lwas in, or giving, himself 
any trouble about my panic or vapours^ 

I knew not what Or where I was.;, the celestiaE 
scenes that had JAist before er^aged my contem* 
plation vanished : the heavens were no more ; Pa- 
radise, with all its glories, disappeared like a fairy 
vision ; my flight was finished, and I sunk to low 
Hiortality again* I asked myself if I were asleep 
«x awake^ ia my ri^ht senses ox out of m^ w-iU-? 



a spell, till my father sent for me to consult 
some family affairs, as he hid always done 
my mother's death 

The Comte's visit was wholly intended t 
brother; they were engaged in the most f 
friendship, founded on resembling virtues, 2 
equal abhorrence of every kind of vice. It 
full year since I had seen him ; it was proba 
never suspected my folly, nor once imagine 
cause of my retirement : this yielded me sor 
tisfaction, and gave me hopes I should concc 
guilty passion. 

But I was undeceived the moment the 
youth arrived ; an innate grandeur ^avc a d 
to his men ; the splendour of virtue brigt 
his aspect ; there was something in his who! 
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CJomtc intended to stay, the first of which was not 
j^et past. 

The summer was now in its pride ; and as soon 
IS the evening made walking pleasant, my brother 
:onducted his agreeable guest through a variety of 
charming walks to an artificial grotta : the top was 
round and lofty, painted with a beautiful sky, hung 
writh a great number of little crystal sconces form- 
ed like stars j in the midst there was placed one 
larger than the rest, shaped like a crescent. The 
sides of this fine cavity were rockrwork, adorned 
with branches of coral, mother of-pearl, and a 
great variety of counterfeit gems, sparkling among 
the well imitated clifts of marble : it was paved in 
flowers with a kind of Mosaic work; the scats 
were shaped like little banks, covered with green 
rclvet instead of moss.^ In this inchanting retreat 
21 supper Vas ordered, attended with an exquisite 
concert of voices and instruments ; Milton's Morn- 
ing Hymn was sung, and several of the solemne^t 
Italian composures* The whole performance was 
noble and pathetic, while the gardens and groves 
around returned a thousand soft melodious echoes. 
The grave music was exactly suited to tlie 
charming stranger's genius ; and yet through the 
whole evening never did any thing appear so ab- 
stract, so listless, and so inattentive As soon as 
the entertainment was over, and the company 
withdrawn, (except my brother) he begged to 1^^ 
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excused from staying a week, as he dcoigned, zni 
that he might be suffered to return the next morn- 
ing ; which) after some apologies on both sidesi 
was agreed. 

I was CO ill in the morning that it prevented 
my seeing the G>mte, wlio could not but discoter 
ihe unhappy conquest he had made, and certainly 
left us so suddenly to free me from such a cri- 
minal perplexityi or to stifle the same kindling gmlt 
in his own breast* This last was wftat mj bro« 
ther believed, and thought it as glorious an in- 
stance of virtue and friendship, as it was possible 
for a man in the warmth of youthful passion t» 
give. 

Whatever it was, my disorder increased, till it 
came to a dangerous fever*, death was now in 
view ; my tender cares and fancied distresses were 
lost in a more important concern ; the little amuse- 
ments of the world vanislied like dreams ^ a hover- 
in;; mist veiled ihe^face of Nature, and darkened 
all its beauty -^ nor could any sound of joy cheer 
the sullen hours : I was on the confines of the 
grave, entering the habitations of the dead : this 
prospect had a solemnity in it beyond whatever i 
conceived in the hours of Iicalth. 

** Think, vain fond hcurt, ^'hen on the steep 

•* Of that tremendous awful deep, 

•* JLicinity,. in sad tospcnse I siovd^ 
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•» How all my trifling hopes and fcarr, 
" Mjr tcBteless joys, and idle tears, 
«« Vanished at prospect of the frightful flood !** 
I Stood shivering on the brink, looking forward 
tvith a dreadful curiosity ^ all before me was hid 
in darkness and impenetrable secrecy ; the great 
periment was^ untried, the region of spirits strange 
and unknown v it was yet, perhaps, an uncertain^ 
ty on M^iich my hopes depended : the grand ques^ 
tion whether \ should be happy or miserable for 
ever was yet undecided ; I was startled at a merer 
possibility of being shut out of the starry courts^ 
and excluded from the illustrious assembly of hap^ 
py immortals. 

Indeed I had no intervals of despair ^ my hopes 
and fears wsre equally balanced ; no allowed or 
tmrepentcd crime pressed my soul: virtue had 
been my early and deliberate choice, the superior 
design aisd governing spring of all my conduct. I 
hope I had made some preparation for death, and 
had often meditated on the serious subject ; but k 
was in the hours^of perfect health and vivacity^ I 
had never before groaned on a sick bed ; these so- 
lemnities were new,, and inSnitelymore awful than' 
I had ever conceived. 

Death threatened me now at a disadvantiage, in 

a crisis of folly, an unusual disorder of mind 5 sick-- 

ness and pain gave every thing a gloomy aspect,. 

and heightened even natural frailties into the- 

Vdutm L B 
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blackest guilt ; while the RrWy Monardi' sto 
suiting before mC) and drew his sable ci 
round my bed ; but a superior Power rescue 
from his ravenous jaws, and bid me live to 
my great Deliverer's praise* 

This sickness has given me another f 
thoughts } my apprehensions of dying are a 
ferent from what they were before as the evi 
cf waking certainties are firotn the airy illusi^ 
a dream : my notions were once very gay ar 
mantic ; I fancied I should take my final let 
the world ^th an exceeding good grace, am 
adieu very sedately to all the vanities benead 
sun : tiil it came to a trial, I was for making 
txit in die full bloom of my youth, and qui 
the stage in the most becoming manner. \ 
the fatal moment appeared at a distance, I wa 
lighted with Fuch images of mortality as the 
thor of the following verses has desoribed| 
with j::reat gaiety repeated these lines : 

ludulgcnt Dtatb, prepare thy jrcntle dart. 

To strike a willing and unguarded heart : 

"Where arc thy dreadful looks, and gloomy train f 

Fantastic mortals all these terrors feign. 

Thnu hast an AngcTs snulc and heav*nly grace ; 

] find tran3pf)rting bcautick in thy face, 

And yield unforc'd unto thy cold embrace. 

J come a joyful captive to thy arms ; 

This moment has for me ten thousand charms ; 

For thee all hunoin thiiJ^gs I here resign ; 

l^y spotlctt bdih, and Yif gin luv^ >, att tliiat* 
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MyrtlUo's sigh*, and Syhnt's tears, in vain ' 
In these dull regions would my soul retain. 
Forbear your fruitless grief; I go to prove 
Unbounded pleasures and immortal love. 
Oh, let me, unmolested, close my eyes; 
We'll meet again in yonder blissful skies ! 

Young virgins haste, a flowVy wreath prepare. 
And dress, with guiltless ornaments, my hair ; 
Ad m me with the Summei^s painted pride. 
And lay the ve(lment« of the dead aside ; 
Nor let a pensive look oriBoanrful tear. 
To cloud the lustre of yoM eyes, appear : 
Each nymph be dress'd in robes of spotless lightf 
The foldings streaming far with silver white \ 
£ret smaie^t on all your lovely faces^shine, 
Ifor at VBLj glorious dettiny repine. 
With decent joy conduct xnt, to the tom!>y 
And hang your garlands round my solitary room. 

This IS to ex|)ire in heroics, to give up the ghost 
with a poetical decorum, and to be interred ci4a 
mode d* Arcadia. Such sentiments as these may 
pleasingly amuse the mind in the hours of health 
and serenity ; but it requires a strength superior 
to all human fortitude to support the soul in the 
agonies of separation : there the aids of Reason 
and Nature fail : only a power Divine can disperse 
the fatal gloom, and brighten it into celestial day. 
This long letter is owing to your own curiosity, 
and mu^ be the excuse of. 

Madam, 

"Your^s, &c. 
"^^ Sylvia. 

Pa 
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LETTER VI* 
To LtriclAf sivii^ am aeeotmf qf-ib^ dmi ^ 

AlCAIfSA* 

I AM just returned from jfujvng-mf-hatomam 
to the remains o£ the late beautiful Amandl|.a|f 
surprising stabe in which for aevenl wcdv die 
corpse lay, the tichness of the coiEii^ or thepooip 
with which she was interred^ eould no way A* 
£uise from my thoughts the melancholy, csrewa- 
stances t?lat attended the last scene of Ker life.. ( 
never think of the manner of her death, bat fr 
thousand terrors rise in my- inMgination to r^ 
preach me for- joining with the rest of her flitter* 
cr3 ill concealing her danger, and soothing her 
witli hopes of recovery, till death' convinced hct 
of tlic fatal delusion*. 

On this subject I hope you will-gtre melfcavetot 
be ficrioui ; my youth, which you. so often object 
apninst the gravity of my temper, is no argument 
in this case ; the fair Amanda was still younger, 
and yet, after all her bloom and vivacity, I saw 
her a pale and senseless carcase. 

How lately did this celebrated thing 
£ihinc in the box, and sparkle in the ring^ 

It is true, the mouldering clay, by a stately mo: 
numcnt, is distinguished from vulgar dust ; but 
how poor a cousoUuotv \s tlv&.t to an immortal spi* 
tit^ fated to cnd\c^^ txawc^x^t >M:^>isAR.\\s\.. 
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Tou may laugh, and in poor wild wit ridicule 
these solemn reitedions, and lampoon me with the 
character of a saint ; bat, my dear Leticia, this 
mirth would be more unseasonable and ridiculous 

tan my morals : however, I am more charitable 
an to accuse you of such levity. 

Since you have ptft me, by your own commands^ 
on this melancholy account, I hope it will be for 
yeur advantage when you come to act the closing 
part of life. 

I todd you, in my last letter, the accidental rea. 
ton of being in the same house with Amanda, and 
her full resolution not to go into the country, how- 
ever necessary it was for her health i no argument 
could prevail with her to quit the amusements of 
the Town, in w^hich die had always a share, till 
the positive order of her physicians confined her 
from going abroad. Her distemper was lingering, 
but incurable ; this, in my hearing, the Doctor 
owned to her elder sister, in wliose family she was : 
Tie told us, that he thought two or three months 
would be the utmost limits of her life ; which he 
begged might be concealed, and that we would 
keep her as cheerful as possible: but the natural 
gaiety of her temper prevented that care ^ for her 
business was to get rid of time and leisure. She 
could not go to the masquerade, but took care to 
let her acquaintance know how welcome their ap- 
pearance, in every fantastic disguise, 'woxA^^i^ va. 
V 2 
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lier own apartment ; she hngnbhed alter the Je* 
lights of the bUge \ but to supply that, onlers wen 
given for some farce or comedj to be read for ber 
diversion. Sometimes a game at Ptcqoet psiod 
away the tedious moments ; she hat often kept di^ 
cards in her hands ttU a swooning fit mtermplea 
tlie important alair. TIus» ^you will tbbk, wai 
a pious preparation for the last change ! a ^ 
rious manner of concluding the action of bumia 
life I 

Her beauty was as much her joy and ceatcii* 
plat ton as ever ; she was exceeding pale | but Aen 
was a certain elegance in her featureSt and somfi 
thing so peculiarly charming in her air, that tn> 
uniphed over licr indispositbn ; and to givea flodi 
to her complexion, she had prevailed with her fit* 
tcr to change her window*eurUins, which were 
yellow silk, for some of a bright crimson: her 
toilette took up as much of her time as her strength 
would permit : tlie adjusting a becoming and mo- 
dish undrc:;8 would sometimes so exhaust her spi* 
rits that she was forced to pause, and leave the 
mighty task uniinlshcil. It was but two days be- 
fore 8lie died tlut she ordered the most fashions* 
bic dcJjnbille to be sent for from France *, as if ihe 
designed to expire gcntccly, and appear polite cvcfl , 
in the languishments of death. 

Her siatv.r, iVvovi^ rcvj^xv"^ '^t.'^t^Ov\n.\^>i»cija the 
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cd the vanity of her inclination in fevery punctilio ; 
whatever was the consequence, the dying fair muse 
be diverted from every thing that was reasonable 
and serious ; one would wonder her invention 
could find such a series of impertinencies ; mon- 
keys, parrots, buffoons, soft music, and tender 
«ongs, were always ready to entertain every littis 
mterval <rf ease or strength the poor^imlanking p:«- 
tient had. 

This to mc was the most melancholy scene in 
the world. I have forced a smile when my heart 
has been inwardly bleeding with grief and com- • 
passion ; not a day pas:t but, with tears streaming 
from my eyes, I in*portuned Marina to let her sis- 
ter know her danger, and to send for a neighbour- 
ing clergyman, oi great piety, sometimes to pray 
with her, and, at least, to acquaint her she was not 
immortal ; that it was possible for her to die as 
well as other people. 

This advice she rejected as positively as if I had 
persuaded her to send for an executioner to dis- 
patch hcT Siister into the next world. ** Then, 
** Madam," Si»id 1, " at least forbear to distract and 
** hinder her fiora every serious reflection." 

** Serious reflection ! my dear Emilia," she re- 
plied, " where'have you learnt this cant ? How 
** long have you practised that saintly air ? Look 
•* into the gbss, and see if you can forbear laugh- 
«♦ ing at yourself. Would ^om \\;x\t tcwt. ^g^^w ^'^ 
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^< that precise look| and murder my sisteri by tel!- 
<' ing her that she has but a month to Ii?e ? b 
^^ would infallibly throw her into the agoiiies of 
^* death ; you cannot be so barbarous to give me 
'* this advice I You know what effect our ptoui 
^* fraud had of putting St Austin^s Meditations into 
** her hands instead of Otway's P/ays g the acci- 
^' dental opening it at a meditation on death had 
^* almost thrown her into a convulsion. But this/ 
continued she» <' is the effect of your strange 00- 
** tions ; you represent the supreme being in such 

* ** a gloomy view, that it makes you perfectly so- 
** perstitious. My thoughtSi I confess, are more 
*' lightsome and free ; I believe the mercies of 
** Heaven unbouridedi and that there is nothiog 
^' in these little gaieties offensive to God, or io- 
*^ jurious to man : nor, indeed, is a future state of 
'^ punishment any part ef my Creed. I make no 
•* question but my sister will be insensible or hap- 
*' py whenever she diesi and it shall be my business 
** to make her so the short space she has to live, 
•' which may be a month or two longer, by the 
•* Doctor's conjectures the last visit he made. 
•* Come/* added she, " you must go with me, and 
*' endeavour to divert her 5 but pray put off that 
'' sanctified aspect, and try to look a little more like 
** an inhabitant of this world." 
I could not xdu^c^t ?LV\.<it\^\x\^\v^\ v^ Mtaanda*! 

8jpartmciit| \vhoaiv;c5ou^^i'^xk^tcv\x'^x:i^Tcv^•w^^ 
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ly posture ; which to divert Marina told her, ehc 
looked exceeding well, and nothing could be more 
genteel than the deshabUle in which she appeared ; 
this a little brightened the chagrin on her visage, 
and made her something attentive to the pranks 
of a new monkey which her page had just intro<- 
duced to divert bis i^kx mistress; who, in the 
midst of the recreation, was seized with a fainting 
fit, sunk back in an easy chair, and after a fevr 
hours convulsive pangs gave up the ghost. 
. I have been dO particular in this account, ia 
hopes it will have a lasting influence on your con- 
duct ; and by being faithful to my living friend I 
may, if possible, attene for my insincerity to the 
dead. I have a thousand and a thousand times 
reproached myself for not letting Amanda plainly 
know her danger, leaving the event to Heaven. 
I am convinced jt was my duty, in spite of all the 
false rules by which the firiendship of this world 
is guided* 

These -two sisters had the misfortune^ in their 
early years, to lose their mother, and were left to 
the conduct of a father who made it his pride to 
think and live freely ; he looked on all religion as 
a State Policy, and put the Bible and Alcoran on a 
level. With these principles he perverted his 
daughters' minds 5 and, except observing the strict- 
est forms oi honour and repuuuou, xJtv^'^ >«^\^ sj^ 
^jcrncd by no rule but their capficc ^tv^ \X\^V2^^'^'^'^^ 
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of the age. Thus they saw their father Htc, JinJ 
thus they saw him die^ entirely negligent and 
thoughtless of any thing beyond the period of hii- 
n^an life. Instead of prayers and pious medita- 
tions, one of his libertine companions read Dry- 
den's translation of Lucretius to him in his last 
hours ; while fearless and insensible he met death 
and all its succeeding horrors. 

Amanda's death has made a deep impression oft 
my thoughts *, I have bid the modish world adieai 
and am now retired to my brother's couiitry-seat. 
Tou may call it the spleen, but I hope it is the tU 
feet of just reasoning, that I have never read any 
thing since I came hither but books of devotion* 
Mr Law's excellent treatise of Christian Perfiction 
has been instructive to me ; the character of Mi- 
randa has raised a noble emulation in my min(H 
though I despair of reaching that perfection. 

If you make me a visit, you will not find me en- 
gaged in cards at one- and- thirty, nor telling riddles, 
or drawing Valentines, with my country neigh- 
bours 5 but n) using by the side of a gentle cascade, 
cr sitting in some flagrant bower, listening to tlic 
songs of heaven in Dr Watt's pious numbers : 

** Hsrrk ! how beyond the narrow bounds 

" Of Time and Space they run, 
•* And speak in most majestic sounds 

•♦ i'h« Godhead of the Son : 
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•« How on the Father's breast he lay, 

** The darling of his soul, 
•* Infinite years before the day 

•* Or heaT*ns began to roll. 

•* And now they sink their lofty tone, 

*« And milder notes they play ; 
** And bring th* eternal Godhead down 

<* To dwoU in humble day." 

If this long kttcr should give you the spleen, I 
'lope it will be your advantage ; nothing but that 
Js the intention of, 

Madam, 

Tour most humble servant, 
Emilia. 
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7be answer to Emilia. 

YotTR letter, I hope, will be a restraint on the great 
levity of my temper. The account of Amanda's 
death will leave me without excuse, if I bhould car- 
ry my vanity so far as to act the last part of life 
with so little propriety. I cannot, without the 
"warmest gratitude to heaven, reflect on the advan- 
tages of a different education and principles, which 
1 hope will never be effaced from my soul. 

But, my dear Emilia, I shall never be so good as 
you would have me, nor as I sincerely desire to be. 
i have yet some tender tng^^emeuts to break bcr 
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fore I bid adiea to die wodd, md fatik mficff ift 
•the number of departed tpirits. Icatmotontfiid- 
den contract luch iatinades wkh infinUe beings 
as to abandon all mj material aeqnainrance. I 
despaii; of following joaand Miraiida, who, if foa 
"were Roman Cathcdka, are in a £« wij of bobg 
canonized^ (as many a miieraUe aimier haa bees 
before 700). Of wfaatefer rdigion I auBt ft ia eer* 
tain i shall never be«onibered in the aaoae -daai 
with St Winifrid. 

Tott love poetryy and it b a phatuve to nelo 
oblige jott with any diing wiit oa m anbjeet ao a- 
greeaUe to your taste as theae veraea inacrihed ta 

Mrs M , a personiof strict pietyy tbxn^ she 

does not turn recluse and live in agrotto^ but^con- 
verses freely with the polite world, and keq>8 an 
unblemished character in it. I will leave you now 
to your shady retreats and murmuring brooks. 

On SOLITUDE, 
Jnscritedh Mrs M * u ■ 

Ye groves, and flow *ry vales, in you wc find 
The first unblemish'd joys for man designed ; 
Your charming scenes th* attentive mind supply 
With plciswrc in its nice variety : 
Nature docs here her virgin smiles aflbrd. 
And shows us Paradise again resotV); 
Our souls thcii former harmony acquire, 
And vexing Care and conscious Guilt retire. 

Propitious Solitude I thou kind retreat 
iTom all the wu wtwivtwi^iax^ 'i^ >^vt. ^«x\ 



Moral' and Entertaining: 2yj*' 

Jxi thee alone, without disgust,, we prove 
The endless sweet« of Innocence and Love. 
Beauty and Wit may find a refuge here, 
Unenvy'd ev*n Belinda might appear : 
Each nymph would yield the uncontested priae,. 
And ev'ry swain pay homage to her eyes. 
Flourish, ye gentle Shades, and rural Seats, 
Let endless verdure deck your soft retreats ; 
Peace dwell upon your banks, ye silver Streams,^ 
The Muses* chaste delights and constant themes f 
For ever you the Poet V breast inspire, 
With sprightly joys, and wake the golden lyre. 

Retir'd in fragrant bow'rs,,the Hebrew King 
For PharobVdaughter touch'd the tuneful string *^ 
The fair Egyptian's charms his so«l possessM, 
And fiird with sacred ecstasies his breast ; 
Celestial numbers melted from his tongue, . 
In human figures truths divine were sung. 
While Lebanon's high cedars lent an ear. 
And Siloe rose above its banks to hear ; 
Uermon and Cancel kept the pleasing lay. 
And Sharon's painted vale appeared more gay; 

What pow'r, enchanting Solitude, is thine \ 
That men for thee the dearest ties resign : 
For thee the Monarch lays his crown aside, 
And the young lover q^its his weeping bride : 
The Hero gives the chacc of honour o'er. 
And fame. and glorious conquest tempt no more.; 
The softer sex, with fearless piety, 
Tv woods and savage wildb have foUow'd thee. 

Fair Magdalen the flattering World dccln'd, 
And to a narrow cave her charms confin'd. 
In Herod's wanton court admir'd she shone, 
And all the tempting paths of Vice had known ; 
To her's the beauties of the Hebrew race, 
ILachael and Taoiar's. boasted fame, ^^t^V^gt^ 
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LoTC triumphM io her Toice» her looka, ud i 

And luve in all her fatal form wai ascn ; 

A thuuiand youthful hdra her pow*r obey'd. 

And homage to her tufc dominioii ptid : 

But thuft, ill N«turc*b gaye»t hloom adniaMt 

A penitent khe gUirioUkly rctirM : 

Her costly omunuiu are laid Mde^ 

With all the vain addreaa of female pride X 

Her hair neglscted, o'er her botom flow*d. 

And charms beyond the reach of An bestowM ('. 

A mourning robe she wore, a peative gracc» 

And M>ft Rcmorae nt on her lovelf tacei 

A vaulted rock for her retreat ihe choie{ 

Among the difts a murm*riiig fountain rote ; 

Hcte Contemplation, l^yV, and lofty Praiie,' 

In ftolemn order, measoPd out her days ; 

To PIeav*n her vowa with eatly ardour fled. 

Before the Sun his morning glories spread ; 

When from his height he pour'd down golden streant^ 

Her wing'd devotion met his noon day beams; 

•Till in the West with fainter light he shooe, 

UntirM, the heavenly votary went on. 

The Moon sicrcne in midnight splendour sat. 

With countless Stars attending oa her state ; 

The cares and noisy business of the day. 

In rest, and soothing dreams, dia&olv'd away ; 

The drowsy waters crept along the shore, 

And shepherds pin'd upon the banks no more : 

The trees their whij»p<rrs ccahM, the gentle gale 

No longer d.incM along the dewy vale ; 

The peaceful Echoes undisrurb'd with sound, 

Lay slumS'ririg in the cavernM hills around ; 

Faction and Care, and midnight Riot slept. 

But still the lovtly Suint her holy vigils kept 

If you could but find such a convenient hal 
tiou as thiS) it would be to your heart'$ conU 
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for my part, I shall never hide my virtue in obscu- 
rity i it shall not be my fault if the World is not 
instructed by my example. But to be serious, I 
tery believe we have both the same important in- 
terests in view, though"wc are so different in our 
tempers 4 we never meet but it puts in mind of 
the two weeping and laughing philosophers. The 
Very same cause 'has often had the opposite effect 
on our dispositions 4 but in spite of >diis seeming 
contradiction,, that sacred amity by which we arc 
united shall never be violated by> 
M^am, 

Your obedient bumble servant^ 
Leticaa* 
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To Leticia, in answer to the foregoing letter, 
[f you have heard of my brother's death you can 
be no stranger to the excess of my grief. The 
poem you sent came very seasonably ; in the Fair 
Penitent I found a plan of life suited to mv melan- 
choly temper, which has found- more relief by a 
sort of visionary consolation, than from all the ef- 
forts of reason. You have often thought fit to 
iivert me with your sleeping as well as waking re- 
►'crics, and I know I cannot oblige you more thaa 
5y relating this uncommon dream. 
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<< other account of my happiness. Be not ImiKk 
<' tient of the afflictions of life ; the whole of you 
« mortal duration is but a moment to the future 
^< recompense ; if yon live to the honour of your 
^* Maker, and the advantage of your oompanions 
*< on earth, it will for erer heighten the traosporti 
«* of your joy in the realms of Light.** 

Here with soft melody the pleasing scenevanish^ 
ed. I waked at the imaginary music, and found 
it had left a calm and sedate composure in my souL; 
like a beam from Heaven it dispersed the gloomi 
and opened a serene and lightsome prospect be- 
fore me. 

— Yc drciry Wartes, idicu ? 
Reason, Religion, n«w I follow you. 
Enough to Nature and the Grave are paid : 
Behold, the fair celestial scene's di5played. 

It appeared too regular for a natural excursion 
of Fancy ; but I shall leave that undetermined. 
Amidst all your gaieties you are as guiltless of in- 
credulity as 

Tour humble servant, 
Emilia. 

LETTER IX. 

7 he afiSTjer to Emii.ia. 

I AM not surprised that such a shining vision as 
you have dc£cr:bed,\\^s ;v\\a>jqv\ ^Q>xt sj^*vd^'«^\\^- 
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^orcd the tranquility of your mind ; but 1 am a- 
fraid you are not yet gay enough to excuse the 
-vivacity of noy temper, or suffer me to laugh. It 
is without your consent if I am happy, and very 
much pleased, with any of the transitory vanities 
-of this world 9 which, I must own, have some pre- 
vailing charms for me, from whose soft captivity £ 
cannot yet get free. 

I was last night at a play, in which there was 
•die part of a Princess well acted, and the senti" 
itient^ belonging to the character were just and 
noble ; ypt I was not half so well pleased as I had 
cftcn been before with the same representation. I 
soon found the reason of my dissatisfaction, and 
the difference between imitated and real greatness. 
The Princess Royal was at the play, and ju^t in 
my view : all that elegance and dignity of thought 
the Poet had described brightened in her aspect ; 
every virtue was there conspicuous \ the gentle, 
the engaging smile was beyond the reach of num- . 
bers : a thousand nameless graces discovered the 
innate perfections of her mind, and gave the charm- 
ing Princess a distinction peculiar to conscious me- 
rit, and beyond all imitation, 

I intend you a visit before the Spring (that fair- 
est season of the year) is past. I am willing to sec 
you once more in this world ; for I am r^ot sure 
we shall meet in the next, thou^\\ \ ?>vAet.\Oi^ ^^iv^^ 
it. Notlung niL' more conti'ibuU to tv\^ Xva.'ST'^^'^ 
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than your conversation ; I catch some eoianatioa 
of your virtuCi and am inspired with new conric- 
tions cf the vanity of the world ; my reason gains 
ground* and my pasuons subside. I may venture 
to look grave in your company, but in my present 
modish way of life I dare not so much as put on 
an air of thought and reflection, nor seem to hare 
any thing in the earth to do but to amuse myself 
and the volatile Beings I converse with. You sec, 
if I was wiser than I really am, I should take pains 
to conceal it, rather than be singuLur and unfashion- 
aWe. 

I have sent the verses I promised to procure for. 
you. 

On BEAUTY. 

Victorioui Beauty ! by what potent charm 
Dost thou the soul of all its force disarm 1 
We blids our chains, abhor our liberty. 
And yitld the uncontested prize to thee. 
Whether we ralh or calm designs pursue. 
Thine is the glorious motive still in view : 
For thte we search the wide creation round. 
But thou art no where in perfection found; 
Some blemish still remains on mortal pride. 
And crowding years to airy boasrs deride. 

Triumphant Beauty sits in Flavia's eyes ; 
But while we gaze the trembling lustre dies. 

Bcllair*3 completely form'd with ev*ry grace, 
A faultless shape, and an enchanting face : 
In all his motions, each becoming air, 
Greatness and native clegnncc appear : 
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Careless and free, in Life's deluding bloom. 
While envious Death threatens a hasty dooni| 
Some gentle mistress, fyll of love and truth. 
Shall soon lament the dear unrival'd youth. 

Thou lovely fleeting, transitory thing, 
From what immense Perfection dost thou spring ! 
To what complete Original return, 
While we thy short appearance vainly mourn ! 
Howe*er our doating thoughts mistake the way 
To certain bliss, thine is a friendly ray 
That points the passage to unclouded day. 

Ye hcav'uly Forms, in all your pomp appear, 
And show us what immortal Beauties are, 
What life, what rosy bloom, your faces wear ! 
Put on each smiling grace, and conqu'ring charm. 
And all the force of mortal Love diharm : 
For still our restless thoughts take glorious aimsy 
Howc'er «educ*d by these inferior flames ; 
The leading passion, the supreme desire. 
To things divine and infinite aspire. 

Eternal Excellence ! 'tis only thee 
We search through Nature's bright variety f * 
Our eager wishes, with impetuous force. 
To thee, unknown, direct their endless course : 
*Tis thee we seek and love, for thee we pine ; 
The powerful charm, the soft attraction's thine ; 
To thee these sighs, these tender vows, ascend, 
Th' unseen Divinity we still attend ; 
Sick of these fading toys, our thoughts press on 
To joys untasted, excellence unknown. 

Thou Great Original of all that's fair. 
Whose glories no similitude can bear. 
Before the darting splendour of thy eyes 
The pride of all created beauty dies ? 

This, I hope, is the latent sense of my soul In all 
CL3 
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its motions, tlwugh I am not yet so wise as yoir 
would have me, nor as I intend to be ; but in what- 
ever character yo^ put me, do mc the justice to bc^ 
lieve I am sincerely 

Tour's, &c. 

LETTER X. 

Trom Ltsander, giving a rtlation of the trtgkal mi 
of his Valet de Cbnmbre^ 
My Lord, 

Your commands shall be punctuaBy obeyed, what- 
ever reluctance I find to enter on this relation, of 
which you have been so imperfectly informedr 

The young Valet de Chambre, whose story you 
iriquire after, was the same I brought out of France, 
w/iom you took some notice of when I met your 
Lordship in my return to England ) where I was 
received again into my mother's family, my father 
being in my absence deceased. 

I had a young sister about fifteen, of whom I 
was always exceeding fond, and now thought it my 
part to ste her as advantageously married as her 
birth and fortune required. After 1 had spent 
some time ?.t home I proposed several good match- 
es for her, every one of which ^he obstinately re- 
fured. 

This gave Tr»e ^om^ ^>3l^Y'^\q^ Ci^ ve.^ Valet, who 
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appeared to be a handsome youth about eighteen : 
he had a charming voice> and sung to a lute, which 
he touched with surprising skill and sweetness My 
sister ioved music, and he was always ambitious of 
entertaining her. There was no difficulty to disco- 
yer ber inclinations ; Truth and Nature appear- 
ed in ail her actions; but Palanty's conduct was 
past my penetration •. however, I resolved to part 
with him to prevent my sister's infamy. As dis- 
solute and abandoned as my own manners had 
been, I had the nicest sense of what would touch 
her reputation. With a restless mind I was one 
day walking in my garden, and, turning with 
some precipitation down a shady alley, I surprised 
Palanty reading a paper j which suddenly snatch^ 
ing from him,, convinced me of my sister's folly. 

I took the opportunity immediately to dismiss 
him; and seeing me resolved, he fell on his knees,- 
entreating me not to expose a stranger in a foreiga 
country ; confessing the whole trurh, that she was 

an unhappy woman, the Cardinal of B 's niece» 

who, govierned by the dictates of her affection, had 
followed me in that disguise. 

This she told me with a face unstained with st 
rosy, blush, or the least appearance of that modest 
disorder so natural and becoming her sex. My 
confusion was much greater than her's •, and yet 
one would not think me over-bashful nor extreme- 
ly scrupulous with regard to my dut'j.<;Vtx% ^^\^ 
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impudence made me almost suspect the trudi of 
what she had told me ; but I was not in an inqui- 
sitive humour, and cared not what she was, if t 
had never been embarrassed with her. I had seen 
her face too often to find any charm of novelty in 
it ; the passion she pretended for me was a myste- 
ry, when I remembered she had been without con- 
straint a witness, as well as pimp, to many of my 
criminal amours. 

However, as I was now without any anxiety for 
my sister, this artful woman, by her importunities, 
prevailed on my easy temper to let her stay in the 
family till she could find some other settlement. 
She staid ; anc^ in some moment of darkness se- 
duced me to her ruin and my own infamy. She 
was with child j I got Todgings for ber, and, pre- 
tending some disgust, dismissed her as a valet \ my 
mother and sifter being entirely ignorant of the dis- 
guise of her sex. 

In tlie mean time, my mother, who took the 
chagrin of my temper for a reformation of man- 
ners, was very solicitous with me to conclude a 
marriage she had proposed to a young woman of 
jjrcat merit, and a very agreeable person. I pur- 
i^ucd the afF.ur but coldly, and in mere complai- 
sai^.cc to a most indulgent p;irerlt ; till, by frequent 
conversation with this charming woman, she en- 
^M^ed me by all the ties of reason and virtuous love, 
'ihc nTiOde^i^ olV.^i V<.V'j.N.^:iNi.^/Y^\'v\^'5^\a tbe mo&t 
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Sincere and obliging temper in the world, secured 
her empire ; her wit was sparkling and inoffensive ; 
deceit and malice were strangers to her breast \ a 
thousand nameless beauties appeared in all her con« 
duct. Till now I never knew the force of love, 
nor any of the refined sentiments that noble pas- 
sion inspired. In what guiltless joys did the hours 
pass that I spent with my loved Cimene ! 

But what tongue can express the anguish I felt 
from my criminal affair with Palanty ! I was for- 
ced to visit her for fear she should divulge the se- 
cret in revenge, and ruin me with the charming 
Cimene. You are a stranger, my Lord, to these 
vexations \ your whole conduct has been govern- 
ed by the rules of honour and reason. Oh, may 
my worst enemy never know the curse of an en- 
gagement with a lewd, imperious woman ! Fear 
kept me a slave to her caprice, and forced me to 
endure all the insolence of rage and language she 
had practised in her masculine habit among her 
inferiors ; nor durst I offer to controul her expen- 
sive vanity, being willing to soften her till she was 
past the dangerous state she was now in. 

But no consideration could make mc delay my 
intended marriage, let the event be what it would ; 
the day was set that Heaven, in Cimene, gave me 
the greatest blessing of my life. The news '^ta 
soon spread, 2ind reached Pa\anty s e;xT% s >«\vck^^<^ 
cured Si deadly sieeping draught, ^tvA>\3L^^>a.'^^^^'^^^ 
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by those about her, desperately s^vallowed it, and 
slept her last ; leaving a paper on her toilette with 
an account who she was> and her adventure widi 
me. 

This accident was soon told to my mother, who 
was lost in sorrow, till 1 assured her Palanty hai 
imposed on my ignorance by her habit, until a few 
months before I dismissed her ; and that, by her 
artiBce, and not my own inclination, I had been 
insnared into this misfortune- As much a rake 
as I had been, I could not but have a secret aver- 
sion to a woman of that dissolute character. But 
the infamy of this tragical event has justly fallen on 
me, since in all my ©ther intrigues I had been the 
seducer, and too often triumphed in the spoils of 
unguarded innocence. 

The lovely Cimene, to whom I had been but 
two (lays married, instvrad of betraying any female 
weakness, witli pe ice in her looks, and persuasion 
in hrr tongue, endeavoured to compose tlie grief 
aiid distraction with which she found this infamous 
event had filled my thoughts. In her calm and 
unrufHcd temper 1 saw the privilege of a spotless 
life, and a mind unclouded with guilt, free from 
Uneasy reflections on what was past, or restless ex^ 
pejtaticn of what was to come. 

This vva=> just tl:c reverse of my condition : the 
unhappy eud of this mi^erable woman, the double 
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Ibd m her mbfortunes, has brought my former 
crimes in their blackest shape to my remembrance : 

'Tis conscioHS guilt ; the^mphaMS of hell 
Were all but fabtes els^, the priesthood tell. 

Like furies the ghosts of my past sins start up 
and terrify my rcstlcssimagination ; my debauches, 
^quarrels, licentious amours, pass in a confused 
ftuccession before me ; this is what secretly blasts 
my joys when to the world they appear in their 
{ull bloom. 

It 16 not a month since my softest wishes were 
crowned in the possession of the charming Cimene ; 
I am yet surrounded with the congratulations of 
my friends on the happy occasion ; every other cir- 
cumstance of life seems to conspire to my satisfac- 
tion. You will ask me, my Lord, why I am not 
«asy and thankful in this circle of earthly enjoy- 
ments ? what is the hindrance ? where is the ob- 
stacle ? 

It is guilt ! It IS conscious guilt ! What was the 
matter with the first bold transgressor ? why did 
he run to the thickets to cover him ? why shelter 
himself among the trees of Eden ? what could make 
him fly that gracious presence at which innocent 
nature smiled, the new creation bloomed afre&h, 
and the moming stars rejoiced ? why is he fearful 
in the cool of the evening, who at the dawning of 
the same day knew no such pa^siun ? what has 
made this sudden alleiatioa I Some mig^hty diang^e 
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must be within, for all without is the same. Is he I, 
not in Paradise, surrounded with all the pleasnrei l| 
of sense i The warbling music of the groves delight , 
his ear *, to charm his sight the gay creation unfofdf 
Its various beauties ; the flowers breathe ambro- 
sial fragrance to cheer him ; the balmy air is yet { 
unruffled by tempests, the sun shines in its origi- 
nal splendour, and Nature stands dressed in all her 
primxval perfection ! The man is an exact tem- 
perament formed for immortality, and just warm 
from his great Creator's hands, from whom, with 
wild amazement, now he flies, and seeks the coTert 
of the woods for shelter. 

This was all the efl^ect of guilt, that secret 
wound that bleeds within ! You will excuse my 
dwelling so long on this melancholy theme, when 
I tell you it is some relief to that anguish which 
is a secret to all the world but your Lordship. I 
am well acquainted with your compassion and fi* I 
delity, and am going to make a farther trial of ' 
them, by a relation which will surprise you. I will 
not exact your belief, nor enter into the reason 
and philosophy of it ; nor will I presume to con» 
tradict it should you tell me I am distracted ; that 
all I am going to discover is the effect of frenzy. 
As it was but a momentary appearance, I will as- 
sert nothing : but as I was indulging my melan- 
choly temper in l\\e Ttut^x. ol -^ ^Ns.'^xcv^x-VvQu&e, 
akting very lite, \u ;i ^^uw^ ^Q^\>xi^^\^'wisci'^^^ 
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at table, a pale sulphureous gleam of light appear- 
ed, and seemed to hover round a form resembling 
Palanty's ; who, with a rueful aspect, dressed ia 
^e habiliments of the dead, stood before me, and, 
*with an air of unutterable anguish, laid this letter 
on the table by me, and immediately vanished. 
I should think this no more than a dream if the 
paper had not been real. The dreadful contents 
are as follow : 



To Lt SANDER. 



•* I AM now convinced, by a terrible demonstration, 
•' of those truths I once denied ; to my cost I 
*' find that Hell is no poetic fiction, no enthusia- 
•* Stic dream, nor pious fable of some mercenary 
** priest. This was the language of my impiety 
** when I followed you in an impudent disguise ; 
•* and, to support my masculine character, acted 
•* the Athiest, by ridiculing all that was sacred, 
•* till I was given up of Heaven to the strongest 
" delusion, and the most daring infidelity. 

** Thus abandoned, I swallowed the deadly po- 
" tion, with a full presumption of mingling with. 
" my native dust, and being insensible for ever. 
** But the instant Death had closed my eyes, and 
** laid his icy hand on my heart, a scene altoge- 
" ther new and surprising opened befot^ rcvt. \ \Vv^ 
^^ just unctnbodkd soul, in the l\e\^X qI -ji^xam^- 
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^ ment, wonld fara hare shrunk bade ag^iti iffto 
** its late -w^rm habitation, from whence I had 
« violently forced it ; the attempt was vai« ; the 
^* avenues of mortal life were for ever Aut, and I 
^ found myself the derision of diose malignant spfr> 
^ rits who bad been niy seducers to this unnal^N^ 
« al fact. 

<< What execrations did I not otter gainst my* 
*' self and them 1 I iiad indulged ilie Tage, and 
^* practised the language^ of Hell, in my mortd 
^ state ; but here all was fruidess and itnfearcd^ 
^* I was the captive of diose infe^al ministersi 
^* who waited to conduct me to the frontiers of e- 
** temal Night. I cast my eyes to the heavenly la- 
** minaries, and the full blazing sun, whose light I 
•* was to lose for ever ; 1 bid adieu to the fair ctc- , 
•* ation, whose almighty Former I had denied', I 
'* cast my eyes to the sparkling gates of Bliss, and 
** with infinite anguish found them shut against 
•* me 5 and, hurried far through chaos and primae- 
•* yal darkness, (far from thp limits of celestial day) 
•• I reached my destined habitation j a dismal rc- 
•' gion, waste and wide, of which no mortal can 
*' form a conception, nor find a name for half its 
•• terrors. 

*f Oh ! fly the paths that lead to these mounrful 
** abodes. As I have been, in my mortal state, the 
** instrument of HeW to tT\\\<:t ^outo sin, your per* 
^' d'uion would \2i^i\7 ^?sj^\^^^m^^'^xi.^>s«c\N 



^qral and Enterlaining^ 2 55 

'* and I am suffered to warn you, as the rich Liber- 

" tine in the Gospel would have warned his bre- 

*• thren, that you come not to this place of torment. 

•* I must no farther reveal the secrets of the deep, 

•* but am commanded back to the seats of impene- 

'* trable night and endless despair ! 

Palanty.^' 

That thi« letter was left on the table, writ in a 
diaracter exactly like Palanty's, is fact : whether 
the rest was real or imaginary I dare not decide. 
Your Lordship's^ &c. 

Lysandeh. 



LETTER XL 

letter the fscondy To my Lord — , from Lysander# 

My Lord, 
you are entirely at your liberty to reject the rela- 
tion I sent you, 1 never intended to make your 
Delief in ghosts and apparitions a test of your Chris- 
:ianity ; that stands on a more sure foundation, and 
las all the evidence of reason and miracles to sup- 
port it. I am an instance of its divine power, by 
^hich I am transformed from the brutal to the hu- 
nan nature : I can now glory in that privilege I 
ately despised, and, without vanity, claim the dig- 
lity of a reasonable creature. 

My penitence was sincese, and found acce^ji^xvc^ 
ro/n Heaven ; the sacred illuminravoiv ^c^u^i^^'Jcv^ 
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gloom of guilt and despair, while, in gentle whis^ 
persjthe Eternal Spirit breathed pardon, peace, and 
heavenly benedictions, to .my soul. I felt the pow* 
erful influence, the flames of celestial love were 
kindled, my fears vanished jike clouds before the 
morning sun. 

** All hail," I cried, " ye unknown Delights, yc 
** unexperienced Pleasures 1 compared to you what 
** are my past enjoyments ! what are all the amuse* 
** ments of sense ! I never lived till now ; I knew 
'< no more than the name, the shadow, of happi- 
'* xiess ; but now I wake to life, and taste the joys j 
« of angels." 

I hope, ray Lord, you will not think these the ' 
flights of Imagination. You that have always be- 
lieved the articles of religion, and kept its bright 
rewards in view, can reflect on such subjects more 
calmly ; but to me these glorious truths are all no- 
velty and surprise. If a wretch from his infancy 
had been kept in a gloomy dungeon, and just de- 
livered from that dark confinement, with what tran- 
sports would he salute the great luminaries of hea- 
ven, while one that from his birth had been blessed 
with their beams would meet them without emo- 
tion ! 

These important subjects engage my whole at- 
tention 5 the creation wears new beauties •, where- 
cver I cast my eyes I meet impressions of the Di- 
vinity i 1 trace \\vs loQX-^x.^^^ ^xw^xv^n^^ i'\^i^\^>i5»2.^ 
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and invoke him in the silent grove. You Icnow my 
poetic humour by too many loose composures ; but 
tny muse is now consecrated, and in some sylvan 
retreat often assists my evening devotion. 

Permit me, my Lord, to repeat my last invoca- 
tion to the heavenly Power. 

Descend, celestial Spirit, from above. 
The vncreated source of Light and Love ! 
Perpetual calms, and sweet security, 
Concord, and graceful Order, wait on thee : 
Decay and Death thy quickening rays exclude. 
And springing Nature smiles, by thee renew'd, 
Darkneais, smd wild confusion, soon retire 
Before thy clear illuminating fire : 
To gentle thoughts thou dost our bosoms move, 
And breath*st the soft melodious soul of Love. « 

O Thou ! wlio mad'st the new creation bloom 
With active life, and quick'ning virtue, come ! 
Come, like the silent fall of ev'ning dews. 
Whose moisture all the flow'ry field renews; 
Breathe on me, like the sweet Sab can gale. 
That fans with rosy wings the verdant dale ; 
Smooth as the gliding music, that controuls 
£ach human care, and steals upon our souls : 
In triumph with the heavenly train descend 
Of Loves and Graces, which on thee attend ! 

Id silent shades, by some clear fountain's fall. 
Thou oft hast answerM to a mortal's fall, 
Oft in some artless cave, or humhie cell. 
Thou with the sons of men hast dcign'd to dwell, 
And left behind the high celestial seats, 
To visit mortals in their low retreats, 
When holy vows thy kind descent invite, 
Thou hcai'ft the gentle whispers with delight; 
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\Vh\k Katore tli'd, her midnight nbbftth keept, 
And cf*ry thought, but pure Devotion, sleepi: 
The imiiing Start roll on, the dazzling Moon 
In pomp advances to her lilent noon ; 
VTbile thy tweet voice, toft tt the mtdmgbt air, 
Ditpelt the gloom of cv'ry earthly care* 
Unfolding boundleu prospects of deiigbc 
Before the piercing intellcctnal sight. 

Beneath the sacred mount, by thee in^pirM, 
The Hcbrewk* gloriout Leader sat retir*d ; 
The new made world, and Eden*s blooming p'ide^ 
In various scenes before htm lay describ*d. 

O princely Swain, how didst thou then despise 
Th* Egyptian court, how worthless in thy eyes! 
What were the grandeurs of a royal fate 
To the distinctions of thy present fctate ! 
While Paradise, in all its charming views. 
For thee the great creating Voice renews : 
lor thee again the morning Stars rejoice ; 
Again for thee they raise the tuneful voice ; 
1*he sons of God touch the melodious lyre, 
And all the wide creation join the choir, 

I^ad me, Propitious Spirit, lead roe far, 
Where I no more the voice of man may hear; 
You charming Viwons, how you fire my soul, 
And cvVy thought of earthly things controulf 
Through what enchanting paths, what flow*ry ways, 
My fancy led, with boundless freedom stray* ! 
RcvcarU the avenues of Pleasure ly. 
And open wide the cry»tal portals fly $ 
Immortal Beauty smiles, angelic pow'rs. 
In soft responses, sing from rosy bow*tt. 
You will not blame me, being got here, if I hare 
4K) indinatiou to dc^ctxA» '^^'^ iwsiuUtx y^\l\ pT«* 
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I sinlc to my native element again ; where, as 
IS I am confined, believe me to be 
Your Lordship's 
Most obliged humble servant, 

Ltsander» 

LETTER XIL 

equel of the story of Rosella, in the last letter 
First Fart of Lttttrs Moral and Entertaining. 

N I was in the West, four years since, I 
you word that I had made an acquaintance 
amily who lived in a little retirement at the 
)f a hill a few miles from my house. I then 
jfou an account of the piety and beauty of 
exemplary recluses, and owned that I had 
t that time forgot the charms of Melissa ; 
did not tell you that they had made an im- 
on on me which could never be erased by 
e modish schemes of interest and alliances ; 
>uld that darling (but mistaken) notion of 
f hold me out against the desire I had to 
er mine, and make her so by the strongest 
appiest ties, those of marriage. I struggled 
my own heart, and would fain have ter- 
it by the laugh I should raise among my 
intance, when they heard that I, in the gay- 
3om of life^ and with four thousand poundi 

R2i 
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^•ycar at my commanH, should leave all the 
ionable maxims of mankind, and fall in lov( 
a young woman who had only beauty, an 
sanctity of her manners, to recommend he: 
tWiier birth is noble, she has only three the 
pounds, which I design to present to Honor 
mother the day after our marriage, which v 
solemnized as soon as my lawyer can finish a 
by ^vhich I ^give Melissa a thousand pounds 
rent- charge for her life, in case she should s 
me. 

Now I have told you my happiness, I c 
help making you acquainted with Rosella's, 
story, you often said, touched you. I went 
house of Honoria the day after I came hithe: 
now it was my only business.) As soon as 1 ; 
cd, a clean footman, in a frock turned up 
green, took my horse ; I expected from this t 
an alteration in the family, (for when I was 
first they had no livery- s-rvant.) As soon 
came into the hall I saw a beautiful young 
■whose dress was entir^^y plain ; his hair hu 
tiatural curls without any powder, and h 
and appearance seemed to suit with the sim 
and elegance of the other inhabitants of that 
py dwelling. Rosella was sitting by a table 
had a boy of about fourteen months old in hi 
rosy and smiling ;xs ^ CV\ex\xV\rjN^ 'wUo was p 
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Iress a bason. Rosella immediately rose, and, 
tiing towards mc, desired I would give her leave 
present her husband Alonzo to me. I was re- 
:ed at the sound, and congratulated her upon 
change of her fortune in a manner that might 
ivinceher how sincerely I shared in all that re- 
:d to her . The lovely Melissa seemed glad to- 
me, and ran to call Honoria with an obliging 
tc. After a. few compliments were over, I in- 
ircd what had produced the alteration I saw. 
noria told me, that about two years and a half 
, Alonzo's father fell dangerously ill, and that 
expressed an ardent desire to see his son -, upon 
ich his wife wrote to a nephew she had in Lon- 
I (who was the most intimate friend Alonzo 
I upon earth,) in hopes that he might possibly 
acquainted with the place of his retreat ; and 
ged of him, if he knew how to direct a letter, 
t he would write, and desire him to come and 
his dying father. The nephew immediately 
patched an express to Alonzo, who was retired 
-X a little village in Lancashire, where he board- 
in the house of an old clergyman, who. had no 
ler family than himself and his wife, and who 
re glad to have Alonzo with them, as he ap- 
ired a modest, sober, young man *, for their cir- 
nstances were too plentiful to want the advan- 
c of a boarder. He immediately left the old 
jple, and came home about {our di\s before 
R3 
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the death of his father, who was transported at 
the sight of him ; nor did he feel less joy when 
his mother assured him, that Montanor (for that * 
was his father's name) had for many months be- 
' fore bis illness lived a very penitent regular life. 
As soon as I heard of Alonzo's return I wrote 
him a letter, in which I desired to see him as soon 
as Montanor*s funeral was over \ but forbade him 
to come till that time* He complied with me in 
that request, as he has ever fince done in all that 
I desired of him. About six weeks after Ro^ella 
and he were married I begged her to let me en- 
joy the company of my daughter while I lived in 
this solitary habitation ; for I could not think of 
leaving it ; and wc have passed our time ever since 
in the most perfect harmony. I canrwt deny him 
the justice of acknowledging to his face, that we 
are not only happier in our retirement than we 
were before by the addition of a cheerful compa- 
Tiion, but edified and improved by the piety of his 
life. Alonzo seemed out of countenance at this 
part of her discourse ; and the modesty with which 
he received it showed how much he deserved the 
praise she gave him. She continued to tell me, 
that about four months after he married Rosella 
he received a letter from the lawyer in the village 
vhere he had boarded, to let him know, that a few 
weeks ago the cleY^^m^ccv vjKvVv >N\\Qtti he had lived 
Jiad buried his w\(e, ^u^ ^^>3X **. \w\.^\s^\. •iS.Nsx 
hll ill himself ol t\vc ^^m^ It^^^^*^^^ ^^^^s'^^xV^ 
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had by his will left Alonzo his estate, which was 
about an hundred and eighty pounds a year ; and 
two thousand pounds in money, which> added to 
about two hundred and fifty pounds a-year, and 
some money which his father left him^ makes their 
fortune very easy. 

Here Honoria ended her discourse ; and it wa9 
so late that they desired me to stay dinner ^ aftef 
which 1 asked to speak with her alone^ and told 
her, I b«gged I might have leave to propose my- 
self to Melissa, if her heart was not already enga- 
ged. Honoria assured me it was not, and seemed 
surprized at a proposal so much to Melissa's ad- 
vantage } but told me, she begged I would endea- 
vour to get Melissa's consent without her interpos- 
ing her authority ; since she could not resolve, e- 
ven in so advantageous a thing, to force her incli- 
nation. When I named it to the young beauty^ 
she did not at first seem averse to any thing but 
the leaving of her mother, which the smallness of 
her house would obKgc her to ; but, after a few 
days, the nearness of my house reconciled her to 
that scruple ; and I had the joy to find that incli- 
nation had a greater share than interest in her com- 
pliance. Rejoice with me, Lysander ; my happi- 
ness in your alliance will not end at my death ; the 
conversation I shall now enjoy will fit m: for e* 
temal rewards. I will make no apology to you 
for the sallies of my pleasure, wliich will let me 
idlk to you 0/ nothing but my own ^Si\i^, ^.^'^''^ 
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LETTER XIIL 

My dcir Serena. 

As I have always made you the confidante of what- 
ever has related to me, I cannot help giving you 
an account of the pleasure and pain occasioned bf 
an acquaintance I have made with a young woman 
since I came hither. She waaonly daughter to a 
man who had been formerly an officer in theEng- 
\h\x army, but quitted it in discontent, and came 
hither, with Scmanthe his daughter, to treat with 
some people about a project of working in some 
minc^, which arc believed to have many large veins 
of bilver in tlicm. 

Semanthc came to see mc upon my arrival. I 
found so much wit and good nature in her conver- 
sation, that we contracted a great intimacy, and 
were continually together. She had every qualifi- 
cation that could make her company entertaining; 
jhc bunjTi played on the harpsichord, painted in 
water colours, and had a surprizing genius for po- 
etry ; her sentiments on all subjcLts seemed just 
and nohle. 1 thou^'ht myself the happiest person 
in the world in linding a companion so instructive 
. aiid a.;rceable. 

She told mc t!ie story of her past life ; which, 
described in her charming language, still raised my 
esteem. Li every occurrence 1 had the pleasure to 
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find slic practised the highest rules of justice and 
benevolence ; and, though now in the early part 
of her life, she was guided by the nicest rules of 
virtue. By a passion she had for a person, by 
whom she was equally beloved, I was confirmed 
of the prudence of her conduct ; I found that na 
partiality or tenderness could tempt her to deviate 
from the severest principles of modesty and honour, 

I was not at rest till I had poured out all the se- 
crets of my heart to her ; which I did without the 
. least reserve ; and trusted her with a secret of the 
greatest importance to my future tranquillity.— 
But what is human dependence ? — I found the in- 
most secrets of my soul betrayed by the person in 
whom I had so entirely confided. — I knew not 
how to behave myself in this perplexity. — I had 
too much compassion for my fallen friend to give 
her the pain and confusion of hearing my reproach- 
es/ and too- much sincerity to continue my intima- 
cy with her -, but, for my own security, I was for- 
ced to break oflF all further commerce with one of 
whose guilt I had the utmost certainty. 

This is a very sensible affliction to me in a place 
where I have so few acquaintance, and am not in 
a temper to contract any new friendship. I could 
as soon have questioned my own existence as Sc- 
manthe's truth ; and now, though I cannot acquit 
her, I am perpetually endeavouring to mitigate 
her grimct I tell my heart her error did not pro- 
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ceed from any malignity in her nature, bat a t09 
great confidence in some other friend y that she aa 
well as I has been decetved, and only told my se- 
crets where she thought she might safely have trust- 
ed her own. I am ready to melt into tears when- 
ever I think of her, and find more compassion than 
anger on reflecting on her conduct Though I oo 
longer converse with her, it is more to make her 
sen&ible of her guilt in betraying a trust of impor- 
tance than to show my own resentment* I shall 
be for ever interested in her welfare y and if my 
prayers have any force, she will live to wear oflFe- 
very failing that can cast a blemish on a mind ca- 
pable of arriving at as great a degree of perfection 
as human nature is capable of* 

I have wrote myself into too melancholy a hu- 
mour to say any more, but that I am 

Your's, 

IsABELULr 



LETTER XIV. 
From Melinda, giving an account of her concealments 
My dear Oriana, 

I TOLD you before I left my brother's house that 
you should hear from me as soon as I was settled ; 
and that I would inform you of the reason of my 
flight. You have too mxicVv cAudour and charity to 
J^xdgt harshly of n\^ pTOQt^^\^'$^^s^\v\^^^^\J\.^-^^\^ 
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see my hearti you would rather pity than condemn 
me for. 

You have often, within tliese two last years, ob« 
served an alteratit>n in my temper and person. I 
am no more the sprightly florid creature that you 
used to call the emblem of Health and Cheerful- 
ness ; you saw the change, but did not guess the 
cause was a secret hopless passion. I was at a play \ 
I saw there one of the most agreeable persons in 
the world : his dress^ his behaviour, every thing 
was graceful and easy* The tragedy of Cato was 
acted, be was attentive, and seemed to enter into 
every sentiment where either the hero or lover was 
described. His aspect wore the visible characters 
of Fortitude and Virtue : he stood up between the 
acts, and turned towards the box where I sat ; and 
when I went out he made way for me through the 
crowd: but I never after saw him in any public place^ 
nor knew who nor what be was ; but the charm- 
ing youth had made an impression on my thoughts 
which had soon a very happy effect. I grew wea* 
ry of the noisy tumultuous way of living in my bro- 
ther's house, and refused sharing in the constant 
round of diversions that my sister loved ; nor could 
there be any thing more dissolute and extravagant 
than the manners of this family ; assemblies, bails, 

gaming all so^ts of riots and licentiousness. I 

never indeed approved these €ntcrt<4inments> and 
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was always uneasy, without knowing how to make 
myself othcrwiHc. 

The paths to happiness that religion proposed I 
was ^s ignorant of as the savage Americans in their 
native groves Dumain, who married my histcr, 
was a processed libertine. My parents left me ve- 
ry young to their care, my histcr being many years 
older than I am ; and if my godfathers ami god* 
mothers, instead of renouncing the pomps and va- 
nities of the world for mc in my baptism, had so- 
lemnly vowed I should be bred in the midst of those 
snares and seducing temptations, they could not 
more cfTccrually have dibcharj^ed their trust than 
by placing me in this family, whose iSunday^s a- 
n^iuscmcnt was cards ; for we ncvrr went to church 
unless in a frolic, to spend an idle hour in whimper- 
ing or laugliing. 

However, my gunrdian anpd did not ijuit his 
ch ir^e •, but, by the impression of \ virtuous love, 
fortificil my soul a;^ainst every looi.c iiidiiratiofi. I 
fled diversions, grew fon 1 of retirement •, t!»ig soon 
give me a habit of thiukinjr. And if i had fichemcs 
of liappincf.8, they were all in sonic future life be- 
yond tlir grave ; but my notions were cloudf;d and 
imperfect. Indeed I believed there was a (Juil, 
and the reproaclu 8 of my own reason tauj^nt mc 
to fear him ; but I had never looked in the liibic, 
/r/r/cc J learned lo tc.vA \ v\x\\ \n \^ ^\ \^^\tJLnt of 
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My pensive temper now detested vanity in every 
appearance ; plays and novels no more diverted 
me : But wanting something to read^ I saw a Bible 
in the room where my sister's woman lay ; and o« 
pening it, my attention was immediately engaged. 
The history was new to me ; I carried it to my 
chamber ; but how was I surprized to find the life 
and precepts of the great founder of the Christian 
faith so different from the manners and principles 
of those who assumed that sacred profession ! I 
found myself in the flowery paths erf ruin, nor 
knew how to extricate myself from the fatal snare ^ 
this was' the secret language of my soul to that in« 
visible Power which knew its sincerity. 

Thou ruler of the sky. Almighty Name, 
yrhoM picrciug eye discerns my rising thoughti 
Ere they are form'd within my anx'ous breast; 
Thou stest my soul struggling to break the bandsy 
"Which thus detain her captive to the earth : 
Thou seest how vainly she would soar on high, 
Passion and Pleasure clog her downy wing, 
Prevent her flight, and sink her to the earth ; 
There low she lyes, and, trembling, begs thy aid. 
Conscious how impotent she is without thee. 

My sister soon perceived the alteration of my 
temper, and used her art to engage me in some cri- 
minal diversions, but in vain -, 1 was sick and tired 
of these extravagancies. But what could I do ? 
my fortune was lost in the South se?i \ \ -^1^% ^^- 
pendent on Dumains and my sisici'^^ c\mvi'^'> -j^:^^ 
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to heigiittti iny dliCfCiif * wst ulipoffttiMCL ajf ny 
Lord — — — (^riio wts htdy natried} to jiMi» 
his criimntl pmidife At fKs propwri^ I' startedf 
with horror, bat could not dumhiip address tvMw 
out quitting thb disoiderlffiHi^'} whidi I to* 
solTcd^to do, and castntTieif ondiepnicwtlett of 
Kearen. 

I left my brotho^ house jost aftor dKaaar,, a»l 
went in a hackney^coadi to a: woman in: dio €Siy 
that had been my nvrto^ I engi^ed her t»s«or»i 
cy, and got her to inquire for rphcemto m ei n e g * 
chant'ft family: she-soon succeededi «id itttrdte* 
ced me- to the wife* of an Bast^Indb- mmdisiit^ 
%vho liTed in great splendour. My bnsfaiess wastn 
wait on her in dijB station of a ohaonbennaid^ She 
was very handsome, modest, and unaffiBOted* The 
orders of the family were so regular and peaceful, 
60 perfectly the reverse of my brother's, that I 
thought myself in another world, and among a 
new set of beings : temperance and sobriety reign* 
cd amidst the height of plenty and liberality* The 
rooms were noble, and furnished with all the rich- 
es of the Indian world, and looked like the palace 
of some Eastern monarch. 

I found myself peifectly at ease : dressing my 
mibtress was all I had to do ; which was a very 
agreeable employment, and soon dispatched. She 
hiid something so genteel in her manner that cve- 
Ty thing looked graceful and becoming her, and 
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cost but little trouble to make it fit vrcH. Her 
coiivcrsation was innocent and instructive ; her 
lu>ur6 spent in reading, or some little amusement 
with her needle, without the least inclination to 
rambling after balls or masquerades. 

I spent two or three weeks in this regular man- 
tier, my mistress treating me almost on a level; I 
had not yet seen my master, who now returned 
from his country-house. But^ my dear Oriana, 
think what was my affliction, when I discovered 
that he was the same lovely youth I had seen at 
the play \ As soon as he saw me he turned as red 
as crimson, and I as pale as ashes : he passed by 
me, and went immediately into my mistress's room. 
It was almost two years since I had seen him, and 
I had some hopes I was forgot \ however, I resoU 
Tcd to quit the family if I found he knew me, or 
that my friendship for his wife did not extinguish 
my passion. — On my master's part I soon found 
ircason to be easy : I hardly ever saw him 5 he was 
cither at the Exchange, or, when at home, enga- 
ged in a series of beneficent actions. His wealth 
was immense, which he dispersed with an une- 
i]ualled generosity. He assisted honest traders that 
had but a small stock, paid the debts of prisoners, 
•relieved the widow, and redressed the injured and 
oppressed. This w^ every day's business? which 
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yet ncTCf intfcnchcd o& lui boon ot dcfiolMiii dl 
private or public. 

I now grew easy. A of 'ttochatacter wai 
not like to indulge a gi 7 me intusownhnntb 
or to flatter it in mine : 1 (»» liii abecnee wooUt 
soon relieve me $ for he ided tp go. tt> Ae III* 
dies with the fleet w to aet iul inASm a 

month. 

Tlie time was noirexpired. Ttiedqp before he 
went Iu8 voyage) after he had been an ho«r with 
my mistress in some private ce nv e rs atioo» be left 
her, and canie^ directly into my toomt with .nuh 
an air of^ benignity in his face aa aomeheanrenly 
minister would wear who bfou^ a .mcasilge cf 
peace. » 

He begun : << You will be surprised. Madam, to 
** find 1 know your family, and the reason you 
** have put yourself into the protection of mine. 
** The first sight I had of you at the play made an 
** impression which was never effaced till I gave 
" my vows to the best of wives ; it is with some 
** confusion I ow^n the wrong I did your virtue, 
*' when I tell you nothing should have prevented 
** my pursuit of the passion you first raised, but 
** the scandal of the house you was in, which was 
*' so extravagant, that it forbade me ever thinking 
** of you ; but I now do you entire justice, and ad- 
** mire that triumph of honour that put you in a 
** station so low to secure youself from the temp* 
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** tation of returning to your brother. I have left 
*< you ten thousand pounds in bank bills, and have 
** told your case (as I had it from the woman that 
** nursed you) to my wife, who has all the virfues 
** that ever adorned the sex 5 she yielded to this 
*' proposal with transport, and waits while I am 
** gone to deliver the bills." He said this, and 
left me without time or language to speak my gra- 
titude. 

My mistress immediately came Into the ctiam** 
berj with goodness shining in her eyes, and gave 
mc the bank bills, with a grace which only Virtue 
can stamp on human actions. She prevented my 
thanks by making an apology for her ignorance of 
my quality, assuring me the house was entirely at 
my command, and that the hopes of my staying 
with her was the greatest satisfaction she proposed 
in her dear Henry's absence. I could not possibly 
discover my sense of this surprising benefit by all 
the force of language.— My silence, and the ten- 
derness into which she saw my soul was melted, 
was the only evidence of gratitude I could now 
give. 

In the morning, when every thing was ready for 
the parting of the East India fleet, my generous 
benefactor came into his wife's chamber to take 
his last adieu. I was with her, endeavouring to 
give that consolation myself watvledi. '^^^'t 5^^^^ 
drew some rc/uctant tears fronv'kiai> ^wVSl^ V^ ^'^^ 
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deavoured to conceal the inward artguish: the 
hero and the lover appeared in his behaviour; and 
when, to excuse the intemperance of her sorrow, 
his wife urged the dangers of the seas, and the rage 
of barbarous nations on the shore, I shall fierer 
forget with what an air of greatness he replied, 
Je crains Dieu^ £5* je tiai point <f autre crainte.'^ 
«* I fear God, and 1 hare no other fear.** Thus 
undaunted would the godlike man have appeared, 
had he seen the stars falling from their oti)s, and 
heard the sound of the last thunders. When he 
had, with an apparent regret, freed himself from 
the embraces of his wife, with a look of compas- 
sion, like that of some pitying angel, he bid me 
farewell ! His domestics were lost in grief; the pas- 
sage from his house was crowded with his grateful 
dependents, whose wrongs or necessities had been 
redressed by him ; a thousand ardent prayers for 
his prosperity reached tlie skies, and gained the 
divine assent ; while he h:isted through the admi- 
ring throng, distressed with the popular applause* 
How poor a figure is that of a Libertine, in his 
most glittering heights of vanity, compared to this 
great man, who has so early begun his race of 
glory, and is, in the very bloom of youth, mature 
in every virtue! Instead of passing his hours in a 
train of idle amusements, the gay p^rt of his life is j 
devoted to Heaveti tiTv.\ \.\\t ^^M\^ >^'^l\\^.— \<3ji T 
know where to iiuA ^^^'^ \\^3.^K^^iV ^^-^-st.^vv^ 



TSloral and Entertaining. Sijj 

LETTER XV- 

To EUSEBIUS. 

As my reformation is partly owing to that exalted 
notion of virtue your example gave me, it is One 
of the greatest satisfactions I have to express the 
sense of that immense obligation, by unfolding the 
most secret recesses of my soul to you. 

I cannot but communicate my content, while 
every view my thoughts take heightens my hap- 
piness. J look back on the stormy ocean, the tu- 
mult jand perplexity of my life past, and bless the 
pacious Power that saved me on the very edge of 
perdition ; when I look forward, my expectations 
are^all bright and unbounded. 

I bid my soul take, its ease, banish every care, 
and act without restraint the glorious prodigal. 
I survey my vast possesion, lose my wishes in end- 
less pknty, and give up all my powers to indo- 
lence and joy. I look to the stars, count the hefa- 
venly glories, and call the treasures of eternity my 
ovk'n. 

Let Chaos come again : be the gay creation lost 
in darkness, and the fair face of Nature become an 
universal blank : let her beauties fade, and those 
divine characters she wears be effaced ; I shall yet 
be happy when the groves shall no more renew 
their verdure, nor the valiies boast their flowery 
pride. — When the &un is extinguished in the $kief| 
S'2 



OifS LETTERS 

and an the etheieal lampt hare burnt ont tbeir 
f^olden flamc8y-whea the cominifiioned angel shalt 
lift his hand on lught uid itwear by die unuttera* 
ble Name— That time ahdl be da more,—- when 
these transitory hnages of tl^gs for e?er take thdr 
flight, I shall' exjrfore the worldli of Life and Flei- 
sure, and triumph m the plentttide of Blisa. 

Then shall the cdestial a$fcmm be onvdledy and 
the heaftnof heaivens disclose their- glories: the 
rneflTible divinity shalt jhow the milder beauties 
of his face, andi mamfest as much of hisexoeOenoe 
as created mtdlects can support. But what an^ 
gers wing has measured the height of hia thirone ? 
who has entered those sacred recesses where he 
dwells in himself, possessed of 'unbounded bltssi 
Has the ocean of Joy been fathomed, or die limits 
of independent felicity described ? Who has found 
access to the inmost habitations of the most High, 
and gazed on essential glory, before whose fainter 
emanations the angdic splendours arc eclipsed, the 
thrones and principalities of light disappear i 

What path is found to those sublime retreats. 
Where Pleasure banquets in its regal seats 
Where Beauty triumphs in her native bowV, 
UncopyM yet by the creating Pow'r f 
'I'cn thousand various forms, divinely fair. 
Sparkle in their supreme ideas there ; 
^Vllile Wisdom, vfith superior order, shines 
In boundless schemes and infinite designs. 
Wond*rous the profpect, clear, and ui^confia'd, 
But open only to th* ftcrnal Miad* 
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What to'wVing intellect, 'with daring flight. 
Has made excursion through these realms of light : 
The blessM recesses, where th* approachless God, 
From all duration, made his high abode I 

MTioc*er has mark*d, with bold enquiring eyes. 
From whence the secret springs of life arise ? 
^ow from their deep ^exhaustless source they flow. 
To actuate heav'n, and cheer the world below f 

Those dazzling habitations who has found, 
Where Love, in all his heav'nly charms, sits crownM ^ 
-Great Love, th* Almighty Father's first delight, 
His image, and the darling of his sight ; 
The full resemblance of the Deity, 
Who all his glorious image stamped on {hee ! 
'*Twa8 thou who didst his boundless thoughts employ. 
His sole complacence, his peculiar joy. 
From ages unbegun.^- But who can tell 
Thy generation, and thy birth reveal ? 
What thought can measure back the long extent 
Of nameless times, and speak thy great descent f 

Before the hiUs appear*d, or fountains flowM, 
dr golden flames in the blue ether glow'd ; 
Before the vast creation had a name. 
Thou wast in bliss and dignity the same. 
By thee the sun, by thee the stars were made ; 
The spacious skies at thy comnund were spread ; 
The heav'n of heav'ns, the empyrean coasts. 
Were forniM by thee, with all their num'rous hosts; 
Angela, Archangels, Thrones, Dominions, Pow'rs, 
Who sing thy conque»t8 in th* immortal bovv'rs; 
For thou dost ev*ry hcav*nly breast inflame. 
And loud Victorias answer to thy Name : 
Their beings and their bliss they owe to thee. 
Thou equal oflspring of the Deity ! 
•His pel feet image thou dost justly ^rovc, 
For all the bright Divinity is Love. 

S3 
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Tbtt fifndi lit whateter duncter TacQ tvfctBer 
i9ie saint or the libertiiity Love it die animadpif 
motWe^ the.teading princqple. 'But ham tapeiior 
are my proipects ! hmr gkcKHH tkhopes dnt 1^ 
fire my touli to the tniiog endt I hai bttdj ia 
Yiew I My dcsifesteniiitiate i4 nothing bdow in- 
finite e » c clkace» and imhoimdci i 
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[TraitUaUiJtmt Tmn^t Jmrmdm^ 9mk XT.) 
Tbk King wm now with ntrtlal cares •pptoi^d^ 
When cnnM fmeiies thvtjm Lord addreti^ > 
«* To share your fate, great Sir, I left my cell, 

«* And bring you all th' assisting force of Hell : 
«* Th' infernal spirits subject to my will, 
*' With eager speed my ftrict commanda fulfil ! 
** By them informed, /this method I propose, 
«* To guard the fortress, and insult your foct. 

" Beneath a temple which the Christians own 
•* Descends a vault, to all but them unknown ; 
•< Within the awful consecrated ground 
•* An image of the Virgin Mother's found ; 
«* Perpetual lamps before the wondrous maid, 
•* Are lighted up, and fragrant incense laid : 
«* This statue, Sir, by your awn hands convcy'd 
" From thence, must be in Macon's temple laid ; 
" Sccur'd by svclls ; while that docs safe remain, 
« Godfrey bliaU aioiia xV^ Uu^ xa^x^ m vain,** 
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This said, th* impatient King directs his pace. 
With impious fury, to the holy place ; 
Nor to profane the sacred pavement fear§, 
But madly thence the beauteous image bears : 
Then in his god's polluted seat *twa» laid. 
While o'er it ev*ry charm the Wizard said. 

But when in heav'n the next: gay morning shone, 
Its guardian finds the sacred treasure gone : 
Searches in vain ; then, with a thousand feao^ 
Distracted to the court the tidings bears. 
' The Prince his Christian subjects first sufpects. 
And all his flaming rage at them directs : 
But whether human hands the work had done. 
Or Pow'r divine, ta men was yet unknown. 
The curst enchanter mutters o'er his speUs, 
Yet nothing by the hellish art reveals ; 
Each house was raiuackM to its last retreat. 
But no success th' enrag'd inquirers meet. 
** • ris then resolv'd," the raving Monarch erica, 
*< I'll doom them all one gen'ral sacrifice ; 
** The guiltless with th' unknown offender falls; 
•* A fact like this for speedy vengeance calls," 

This cruel sentence reach'd the Christians* cars ; 
Their sudden face unusual horror wears ; 
Ko dawning hope of safety was in nght. 
No method of defence, or secret flight : 
Nor dare they mercy from the tyrant crave ; 
Their last and dcspVate refuge was the grave. 
But heav*n, which ne'er abandons the distressed, 
Provides them succour where they hop'd it least* 

A beauteous Virgin Uv*d, but liv'd unknown, 
Amidst the concourse of the noisy town ; 
A lively bloom adorn *d her charming face. 
An artless softness and persuasive grace : 
To this advantage fav'ring Heav'n had join*d 
The richer blessing of a noble mind. 

54 
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With pious thoughts and sacred zeal inspir'd. 

From all the world she would hive liv'd rctir'd ; 

But envious Love the chaste design forbid. 

Nor suffer'd so much merit to be hid. 

A youthful vot'ry to her guiltless eyes 

His fatal pow*r had doon*d a sacrifice : 

One creed, one holy faith, they both confessed, 

In one pure fdrm were both their pray'rs addresiM ; 

The youth as modest as his misttess fair, 

With awful silence still conceard his care ; 

And still the lovely author of his pains 

A stranger to his am*rous grief remains; 

His cares and services were all unpaid. 

Nor once regarded by the wary maid. 

The Christians* danger now had reach'd her^art. 
And fill'd her with a thousand growing fears : 
At last, some gcn'rous stratagem she sought, 
How, by her own, their sifety might be bought : 
But shame and female fear th* attempt restrain, • 
And render all her great intentions vain ; 
Till bolder hope her first design renews, 
Which bravely now the stedfait maid pursues, 

She pas8*d the crowded streets with sober pace, 
Nor strove to veil nor yet expose her face ; 
Downward her eyes with modest looks incline, 
/nd with a nice engaging coyness shine ; 
Her charming air, her easy mien and dress. 
Nor art, nor perfect negligence, confess : 
AdmirM of all, the thoughtful beauty pass*d. 
And met the wild disorder'd King at last. 
<* Great Sir," she then bcjian, ** the Christians spare, 
•' And 1 th* unknown offender will declare." 

A decent boldness lightcn'd in her eyes. 
Whose piercing \ustre cn't'j heart sur^jrise : 
The vanquish' d Moniiich «Aoo^ t<>v\W*^-^v\\OvA\Tx\^^ 
Ills yisage aluiM, ?ii\i YAst^^^e ^x'i^xcC^V 
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Ev*n Love had cntcr'd : bat th* imperious fair 
Attack'd his soul by methods too severe : 
Not frowns, nor coy for bidding beauty move, 
But gentle smiles indulge the flame of Love : 
Yet, if not love, amazement and delight. 
Her charms within his doubcul breast excite. 
He paus'd, and thus—" Let me the secret sharc^ 
•« The people's lives at thy request Til spare." 

*• From first to last,** she cries, " the bold design, 
«* The great attempt, and daring action, *« mine.** 
Ahd thus by an heroical deceit. 
Her life abandon'd for the public fate. 

Again inquit'd the yet suspending King, 
** Who was thy cursM adviser in the thing ?*• 
Th* undaunted maid replies, " The whole design, 
*« Contriv'd, resolv'd, and executed, *« mine, 
<* The danger, the fatigue, was mine alone ; 
•• The guilt and glory shall be all my own *' 

Enrag'd) the tyrant then replies, — " And all 
** My vengeance on thy wretched head shall fall.*' 
** *Ti3 just,** she calmly said, " and r*m content ; 
<* Th* illustrious action mine, mine be the punishment. 
** But, Sir, your anxions searches are in vain 
*« The violated image to regain ; 
-« For nothing but its ashes now remain. 
•< This way sccurM, that by no Pagan hand 
«* The holy shrine might be again profac'd : 
" Demand no more, my Lord ; enough is known ; 
« The aAion I both justify and own.*' 

Her daring language, and relentless air. 
No more the wild outrageous King could bear; 
No more his swelling fury could restrain ; 
Her youth, her powerful beauty, plead in vain ; 
Nor Interceeding Love his rigeur tames; 
lliepuyd Yir^in *» sentenc'd to iVic SLiCCV^H 

ii4 
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Whom thence (jtt with compaMlon and remonc) 
The murmVing Pagans in a tumult force. 
Her hands arc bound, her modest face unveU'd, 
No more its charms from vulgar eyes conceaFd ; 
Though void of fear, her doubtful looks confeig 
A soft concern and human tenderness : 
The rosy blush that from her -visage flic% 
Kot paleness but a snowy white supplies. 

Mean time the woud'rous accident was known 
From street to street thro* all the swarming town. 
The person doubtful, the relation true, 
Among the reat, Olioda thither drew : 
Too soon the wretched youth approach'd and found. 
By in^pious hands his charming mistress bound : 
Distracted now among the guards he pre<s*d. 
And thus aloud th' astonished King addressM : 

** Ah ! royal Sir, yourself no more deceive, 
« Nor this fond maid's invented tale believe. 
" Could {"he, alas! the cautious watch betray, 
«* And from its seat the weighty shrine convey ? 
«* Tis fiction all— the enterprise was mine, 
** Nor will I thus a glorious fate resign. 
He adds, *» Your temple, down a sloping way, 
« Receives the light, and draws the beamy day, 
»* Through that 1 stole the sacred prize away. 
«* My Lord, the sentencM criminal you see, 
" These chains, this cruel death, belongs to me.*' 

" And could not then a single life suffice, 
« Unhappy youth ?" (the fair Sophronia cries. 
With kindling love and pity iu her eyes.) 
*« What rage, what fury, mov'd thee, to expose 
«* Thyself a victim to rclentle&s foes ? 
«' What tears, what mean reluctance, have I shewn, 
** That you believe I caunot die alone ?" 

But nothing co\v\d V\« Vv'cv^ Tt^vXst^ '^^j^vxv \ 
Uiisiiaken, stiU his tLi^l d^W^^Tx?» xt^aslm. 
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With stedfast courage each despises life. 
And long between them held the gen'rous strife ; 
Virtue, and mighty Love dispute the field. 
And neither in the friendly contest yield. 
The tyrant raves, nor longer now refrains, 
But both one cruel punishment ordains, 
Commission'd, soon the charming youth they bind 
With heavy chains^ and to the stake confin'd. 

*♦ Are these," he cries, « the fetters Love prepares ? 
« This the reward of all my tender cares ? 
M With softer thoughts L fed my fond desires, 
*< And hop*d to meet thee in more gentle fires : 
«« Yet could I, falling in thy tender arms, 
** Expire, my death had still a thousand charms ;. 
** Could \ receive thy parting sighs, and join, 
*< At the last fatal gasp, my lips with thine, 
« Our souls united, then to ireav*n should fly, 
*< And I content, my charming fair, should die." 

«*^Far other cares,*' she mildly said, " than these,. 
^ Olinda, should our serious minds possess : 
«« Lament thy sins, contemplate the reward 
«« For Faith and humble penitence prepar'd : 
« The palm, the starry crown, and martyr's due, 
** With all the boundless rgptures that en.<ue. 
** Survey the sun, survey the dazzling sky, 
«« To those blessM regions we must shortly fly," 

Of gods and men the Pagans murmur'd loud. 
The Christians, silent, wept among the crowd, 
The King, nor could his pity be dL'guis'd, 
A strange unusual tenderness surprised ; 
He durst no more the moving object view, 
But fix*d, and scorning to relent, withdrew : 
Sophronia unconcern'd alone appears. 
Nor in the universal sorrow shares. 

The mournful officers had plac'd, the while. 
And now were lighting up, the unoaky pile ; 
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U'hrn a young chtrnpton, with s Biartial fncr , 

Afui lofry mien, tpprosd/d the Ciul pbce. 

A lifrcM 00 her pUtmf hchnet ihone, 

Wfikh ff/f the faJr darioda made her known* 

Her tea'* oker oroamcoc ft^tc fled^ 

In toiliome arm* to great tUfiieYcmeott bred : 

lUr hMnA% the laboitr of the loom refute, 

N'^r m a cU^ct could her mind amoie ; 

Btft o*cr the fieldt, in Mfage tpoiU trray'd. 

Or thro* the woedf, with fearlett tbooghta, ihc itnfi' 

When fct a child the Bay tteed ihe rein'd, 

Challcng'd the r;ue, or wrrttled on che und ; 

Van (lc»cru» hiiU, and pathleM wfld«, ihe crae*d, 

Whcfi with her tpcar the Coaming boar ffae chaa'd; 

Vtom Per ia now the blooming warrior came. 

To win new irr^hUrt of immortal fame. 

In l>atrlt* pa%t Iter tword hmi oft compcU'd 

'J he walfcr'd OiuU to cjylt the bloody Held : 

Muj'^tic cliiirm*, whi'h cv'ry heart turpriw, 

And Mwful glories »parklc in her eyes. 

Arrivinj^ hcrf, j>rrpar*d (or death the found 
'Ml': frndrf youtli and lovtly vir|{fin bound. 
'J he fcclde tcx to Il'-av^n her eye* addrcM'd, 
And tn hrr lookt a %ilcnt calm cxprctu'd ; 
'i\tr ofhrr ^ricvct, and mclti in p'tyln;; tear«, 
N'>r for hit own liid.apj y fjtc, lut hcr*». 
'Ihc wat^il'T nyn']>h fo; bo-h c(ATnpa%Hlon provci, 
Hut mo«r h'-r care fl.c •ilcnt »un'rer move*- 
Mir. Ut 'lie jirdjdr futi)-, rjor Io«c"i tinir, 
l^M.ari'l; Hjth baiff, jr;d hear'* In bii'f their crime; 
h,ff I ;»(». ihc rx' c tir j',,i t}i»;yM d'liy, 
And hi-]y* lirrwil rlic ri»irig Harn'-n to if.iy; 
'i l.tJi ihaf j;*d— *• I.'-t none fbi«i cHlcr ii/i'lf rfalt^, 
*' 'i'ill froni tl.c V'.'.n/, V wwA \\\rm •^wUr* It.uL.** 

Ilrr l'>U\ COH.lW.Uu\i» \\\r -wAVw,; tT«v>Nv\ v>V.v -^ 
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And audience gainM, begins : «* Great Prince, from far 
** Th' unknown Clarinda comes, with you to share 
«« The toils and hazards of the hostile field ; 
•* A volunteer to your commands I yield, 
«* Whether to meet the battle on the plain, 
*• Or at the walls the breaches to maintain." 

The King replies, *« Who has not heard thy fame ? 
•« What distant climes are strangers to thy name ? 
*« Thy deeds, illustrious Virgin, spread thy praise, 
*« Where'er the wandVing sun reveals his rays, 
** Assisted thus, we Godfrey's arms defy, 
** By thee secur'd of certain victory ; 
«« To thy command our forces we resign ; 
•< The war and all its gloiious conduct's thine.'^ 

Her modest thanks the graceful maid expressed. 
And thus again her gen'rous suit address'd : 

«* Unusual 'tis, 1 know, my Lord, and hard, 
«« For service unperform'd to ask reward ; 
** But by your royal clemency assur'd : 
<* 1 boldly beg of quick success secur'd : 
•* Reverse great Sir, the sentenc'd lovers* doom ; 
•« An act like this your bounty will become.'* 

«* Nothing was e'er,** the vanquish'd King reply'd, 
•« To such a fair petitioner deny*d : 
*« Their lives, heroic maid, your purchase be ; 
•« Guilty, or innocent, I set them free." 



LETTER XVir. 

From Bellamour, relating the seqael of bis passion 
for Almeda, in the eight letter of the First Part of 
Letter^ Moral and Entertaining* 
My Dear Carlos, 

I AM pleased to find that neither the gaiety of 
your humour^ nor your own successful amou 
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have made yoa insensible to the misforttines of 
your friends. Tour compassion is some relief *, for 
I am really past jesting ; and raillery, in this casei 
would have been inhuman. 

You may remember, in my last letter, I had 
some hopes the discovery of my inclinations for 
Almeda would prevail with Elvira to free me from 
the engagement I made to my father to marry her ', 
but I was disappointed. All the art and eloquence 
I employed to paint the height of my passion for 
her rival had just the contrary effect. Instead of 
raising her anger and resentment, it melted her in- 
to a tenderness of which I had never thought her 
capable. At last she told me, though she would 
not suffer her tongue so far to belie the senti- 
ments of her heart as to refuse me, yet I might 
refuse to marry her, if I knew how to despense 
with my obligations to a dying father. 

The naming my father gave a pious emotion to 
my soul, and awakened all the filial gratitude and 
veneration due to his memory. 1 am no libertine*, 
virtue and vice are with me real distinctions ; I 
dare not violate my word to the meanest of my de- 
pendents, nor even to my worst enemy. Honour 
and Conscience have hitherto governed my secret 
actions. I felt the force of Elvira's words, and 
left her without making any reply. 
13 ut how am 1 emW\\A^i^^\ MW^Avan^^ ^^<5x 
the charming A\a\eA^\^^>^^^^^^^^'^^^'^ ^'^'^'^^^' 
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Elvira has been, from her infancy, bred «p with 
my sisters \ my affection for her has been always 
the same as for them, and seems the tie of Nature^ ^ 
aot of choice. In all the Httle freedoms of con- 
versation I have treated her with the same de« 
cency as if she stood in that relation. Destiny 
^eemed-io have set some sacred bounds between 
08 that it would have been criminal to violate* 
Tbis sentiment is so habitual to my thoughts, that 
I could as soon commit incest, and break in on all 
the sanctity of Nature's laws, as fall in love with 
EWirft. She is handsome enough, so are my sisters : 
I love her, as I do them, with a very pure and in- 
nocent affection, Her charms have never kindled 
one soft desire in my breast ; rather a religious hor- 
ror would seize me in addressing her* She is as 
secure from my attempts as if an angel stood visi- 
bly before me to guard her virtue* 

In this situation imagine, if you can, how misev- 
4d)le I must be with this legacy of a' wife. She 
brings a vast fortune, you will tell me •, but, my 
Jear Carlos, could she bring me both the Indies^ 
it could be no relief to my domestic chagrin. I am 
no rake ; nor could you propose any fashionable 
liberty but what would heighten my uneasiness ; 
yet 1 dare not reflect on my father : it was not 
avarice that governed him, but rather compassion 
ibr a youn^ orphan committed to his care \ bow* 



a98 LETTERS 

ever I suffer, be hu memory unblemished, and his 
sacred remains undisturbed hj my complaints. 

But the crisis of my misery is yet untold. AU 
meda is fixed to her cruel resolution of teeing me 
no more. To what cave, what desert^ what un- 
frequented place, she is retired I cannot find ^ bat 
she is certainly , eloped from mortal men, and 
escapes all my inquiries. However, she has fa- 
voured me with the inclosed letter since her retreat, 
which I have sent, to justify the height of my pas- ! 
sion, by which you'll see the beauty of her mind I 
is equal to that of her charming person. I aro^ 
SIR, 

Your's, Sec. 

Bellamour; I 

To Bellamouiu * 

f 

** I HAD not the least intention ever to write to j 
** you more, or put you in mind there was such a I 
** person in the world as Almeda, had not your 
** distresses reached me ; and your endeavours to 
•* find me out obliged mc to assure you the search 
** is in vain. I am determined never to see yoa 
•' more 5 and this shall be the last letter you will 
•* ever receive from mc \ which 1 write purely for 
" your consolation, if an account of my quiet vill 
•' be any to you, 

" From the momttvl ^o\i told mc my happiness 
" depended out\NVtiI^i^Wwi'i»,>^^>a.^\ ^\%jkv\%\^V 
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*' every flattering hope. I was sensible she knew 
•• too well how to distinguish merit ; and how rare- 
** ly such excellence as your's is to be met with. 
•* To resign you to the possession of another, to 
** conquer the warmest wishes, and find happiness 
^' in giving pleasure to those we love, abstracted 
** from ourselves, is a refinement few people are 
'' capable of, and what I did not expect from Elvi« 
•* ra : she is conscious of her own superior charms, 
^* and -may reasonably hope to gain your heart ; 
•* whilst her esteem for you would not suffer her 
^ to let you dispose of your's to a person who, in 
'' the common views of mankind, is unworthy of 
*' you. 

•• Oh ! why did Fate throw you in my way ? 

*•' was it only to awaken me from my stupid ne- 

** gligence of the world to a sense of sorrow ? to 

*• show me a glimpse of happiness only to make 

*^ me more sensible of my indigence ? Had your 

" part in life been to act the dependent, and mine 

^ ** the advanced station, you had been left to me 

: ** in quiet, no body would have disputed my right ; 

** and I should have found more, muth more ^\t\* 

^* sure in rewarding such merit than I shouK! have 

•* done now in sharing your fortune : but why do 

^* I expostulate with heaven, who, no doubr, allot- 

•* ted me into this sphere of tife as most suitable 

•* for mt i It is in our own power vo t\%AV< \\\c \\\- 

^cidcnts ofhaman life gocd cr vrX ; \X. v^ "^^^ ^'^'^ 
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<< minds that constitute them either; the reception 
•* they meet with there, and the turn they take, 
«* gives them their proper tincture. Let us not 
<* disturb the wise economy, but submit to the me- 
•* thods of Providence. You have obeyed your 
<< father in the disposal of your person to Elvira ; 
•* let her have your mind also, it is her right ; I 
" will confess it is. There only I could envy her 
'* happiness ; and it is there her delicacy could ne« 
•* vcr endure a rival. Let us not be just by halves j 
•• may the same generous spirit that carried you 
«* through the first marks of your obedience, ani- 
•* niatc you through all the oflices of the most cx- 
•« alted virtue. I leave you, that 1 may be no ob- 
** stacle to it, and beg you to consider whatever 
** faults you commit to Elvira I am the occasion : 
'* and while I fly from all commerce with you to 
•* preserve my innocence, you will frustrate my 
** endeavours and make me guilty. 

*' There is a pleasure in our very sorrows when 
•* they flow for a worthy object : you can give me 
•* that pleasure, and justify me to myself; and by 
•* those very virtues that tear you from me bind 
•* me faster to you, and give me a vanity in you ; 
•' your happiness will be mine : I will not tell you, 
•* that I can forget you 5 it is impossible. The 
•* roses must forget to bloom, the birds to v/arbic 
''from the bcac\\\ iV^ ^"^^ c\^-5Xv:iVw\i^ >\'adtessei^ 



^ be erMjCd out of my heart, or it can receive any 
"*< other iropresdioili. A heart that has been your 
"*' prize cannot descend to a meaner sacrifice ; no» 
^^ the passion you have inspired suits the grandeur 
** of your exalted geniusy and must have the same 
^* duration with your virtue. I retire from the 
^* woridi not to avoid but to enjoy you more at li- 
^* berty. W'c are never absent from those we love ; 
*' every beauty that Nature-can produce brings you 
*' to my thoughts, since you have pointed out all 
"** their various charms to mej taught me how to 
*' rdish solitude, and diretced my mind to enter *- 
^* tainments above the reach ^of Fortune. 

^ That sentiment of tenderness I have for you 
** has some emanation of Divinity upon it ; while 
*< it naturally leads me to the contemplation of' 
** the Supreme Excellence, and directs my devo- 
*< tions to the Fountain of Beauty : those hopes 
** and fears which alternately elevate or depress 
** the mind, in all human expectations, vanish : 
^« the soul is at liberty to pursue the interest of' 
*< another life, rabes its thoughts above this little 
*< scene of things to fairer, future worlds \ breaks 
** off the fetters that chain it to this worlds and 
** smiles through her prison, with a holy impatience^ 
•^ or? the joys of immortality : there all human dis- 
•* tinctions will be lost, and gold will hvj^ Tsj^^w^sg^ 
^* to do in settling of them. 

!' Perhaps the gay world w\\\^\t^ tcwt^wA^^ 
T % 
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•* religion and a cell but a melancholy recourse ; but 
*< I shall not find it so while I am not secluded from 
*• the generous Monimia*8 cheering eye : her deli- 
^ cate and blameless sensibility of human passions 
*• (she to whom suffering is a merit) softens every 
•* care, and raises every joy ; while she descends 
•' from the height of grandeur to the gentle offices 
•* of the sincere friend, she forgets every advantage 
** of fortune, until virtue in distress calls for her , 
•• aid ; her titles have no energy with her but when | 
•* they give her a privilege of doing good, and then 
*' she exerts them to their full force ; she feels they 
•* cannot buy freedom to the mind ; and that no 
^* calamity will retire in respect to them. Fate has 
•* so ordered it, that there is some similitude in our 
** destinies, which reconciles me to mine, while she 
•* recommends piety and resignation with the 
** strongest and most beautiful arguments, her own 
•* example ; and fortifies my mind, by putting e- 
•• very virtue, by her own practice, in the most a- 
•^ miable liglit. Sometimes she sings a requiem 
** to our sorrows ; soothes them to peace with the 
•' most harmonious numbers, and I have the ease 
•* of seeing my thoughts expressed in her's with e- 
•^ viry elegance ; and when the serious soul exerts 
•* itself, she anticipates Heaven, and gives a sweet 
*^ foretaste of the songs of angels. Thus we 
*' bafile disappouMmtwx, ^\v\ ^>a.\^ «^\ 's.xi.^^xvxv^s ; 
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*• 9CC themselves despised, while Devotion claps 
•* her wings at this her fairest triumph. 

•* You will, I hope, from what I have said, be 
*' satisfied I am not unhappy \ and take this last as- 
•* surance from me, that I can never be so whilst 
*' you are blessed. You have annihilated every 
'< sense of sorrow in me ^ I have no tears but when 

^' you c^im them. 

" Adieu.'* 
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To Lady MAKY^from her sister^ just before her death » 

I COME, ye ghosu ; prepare your roseate ^ow'rs, 
Celestial palms, and ever blooming flowVs ; 
Thither where sinners may have rest I go, 
Where flames refin'd, in breasts seraphic, glow. 

This, my dear sister, is my long, my final adieu, 
till we meet in happier regions. The springs of 
life are running low, and Nature, tired with human 
changes, longs to be at rest ; the grave attends me^ 
that mansion of silence and repose. 

I toon shall do^ my weary eyes in peace, 
And stretch, compos'd upon my dusty bed. 
Oh, Death ! thy quiet and refreshing shade 
8h>U yield a long, an unmolested rest. 
From all the fruitless toil and vanity 
That dwells bchw the sun— • 

I have hikl an ill state of health lot %^m^ ^t.'ax^^ 
Md Jure lately lud two tits o£ ^xv ?i^o^\ci:^\ '^c*^ 
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third, ttif pliysiciaiv is so sincere toiet m^ InoWf 
yffiW be fatal. I am now indisposed, and find some 
certain symptoms of its return, whidi makes me 
resolve to unburden my soul of its last pressure* 

Forgire me, ye. injured Shades of my great ance- 
stors, nor blot my name from your illustrious Une* 
—My deaf sister, can your rigid virtue forgive my 
fault, and plead my defence to my injured husband, 
when I am silent in the dust ? Dear Lady Mary, 
will you not pardon i crime which b bbtted out 
by heaven ? With that my peace is made by a long 
course of temperance. Weeks, and months, and 
years, are past since the date of my guilt. The ri- 
sing and the setting sun has been a constant wit« 
ness to my devotions ; the moon and midnight stars 
were conscious to my tears. 

It is, as you know, sixteen years since I was 
married to Count Edgan 1 have had two sons and 
three daughters ; but shall 1 own this shameful 
truth ? the eldest of the two brothers is not his ! 
On a fatal night (let the horror of darkness cover 
it) I was, in my husband's absence, by the Marquis 

de , sedu(;ed ; it was not the contrivance of 

a formal amour, but the effect of inadvertency and 
surprise. Oh I where was my guardian angel in 
that loose moment, that interval of reproach and 
madness? 

The subject is too infamous for me to enter into 
particulars *, but I have full assurance this youth is 
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not the Count's san^ though his confidence in me» 
vith his easy temper, kept him from ever making 
the least inquiry into any circumstance of my guilt. 
He has lately made his will, and to the eldest bro- 
ther (being his greatest favourite) given his whole 
etsate, leaving the rest entirely dependent on this 
son, which, to my confusion, is not his own. 

This secret, dear Lady Mary, I must entreat you 
to discover to Count Edgar after my death, that 
he may do his own children justice, and only pro- 
vide moderately for the other. Assure him, that 
it was only in this instance 1 ever wronged my fide- 
lity to him. This is the utmost reparation I can 
make : and with a mind unburthened I now cast 
myself on infinite Mercy, and smile in the view of 

death. 

I come, ye ministers of Fate, T come ; 
Bat while I pass the intervening gloom, 
Should rising doubts my trembling heart invade, 
) With music cheer the melancholy shade. 
> In soothing strains a gentle requiem sing. 
And touch with heavenly art the golden string ; 
The charming sound shall ev*ry care beguile. 
And make the seats of Desolation smile. 
My soul, prepar'd hy sacred ecscacy, 
SbaU learn and join the chorus of the sky. 

Once more, my dear sister, adieu ! Let my crime 
warn you never to be vain or secure. From the 
height of self-confidence and arrogant virtue I was 
left to make this reproachful step to humble me. 
My repentance has been deep and sincere \ and^ 
T4 
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through the divine Redemption, my pardon is pro- I 

cured^ and my guilt for ever obliterated. I 

Tour dying friend, \ 

Hehimomb- 



LETTER XIX. 

\A letter from Aristvs, groing bis friend a relation of 
the suddtn deatb of his new bride ^ who was teizei 
in the chapel while thefacred rites were performing* 

My fate will furnish you with a foU evidence of 
tlie vanity of human happiness. My last letter was 
vrit in the height of success, with the most arro- 
gant expectations and boast of a lasting felicity ;. 
now it is all changed, the shadows of night cover 
me. 

The lovely Erminia, whom I had so long pur- 
sued, and at last persuaded to crown my wishes, 
the very morning she gave me her hand, before the 
sacred ceremony was finished, was surprised with 
the fatal message of death, and carried in a swoon 
from the chapel to her chamber, where she soon 
expired in her mother's arms. This hour she ap- 
peared with all the cost and splendour of a youth- 
ful bride ; the next, she is a pale and senseless 
corpse, muffled in a ghastly shroud. Those charms, 
that in the monnn^ promised au eternal bloom, be- 
fore the evening \\a\e iio^^t^ Oci^w ^"ax^\vv'^^\\^^\ 
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the sparkling eyes are sunk in darkness ; the soft, 
the tuneful voice, is for ever silent, while a livid 
hue sits on the late rosy lips. 

Thus airy Pleasure dances in our eyes, 

And spreads false images in fair disguise 

T* allure our souls ; till just \vithin our arms 

The vision dies, and all the painted charms 

Flee quick away from the pursuing sight, 

Till they are lost in shades, and mingle with the night. 

O death, how cruel was thy triumph ! youth and 
beauty, joy and blooming hope, ly here a victim to 
thy rage. The darksome prison of the grave must 
now confine thy gentle captive •, instead of the pomp 
of a bridal -bed the cold earth must be her lodging, 
dust and corruption her covering. 

you will now expect I should practise the prin- 
ciples I have so often asserted, in exercising my 
boasted reason and moderation ; or leave you to 
insult me with the arguments I lately produced to 
allay your grief under the pressure of an uncom- 
mon misfortune. This reproach would be but just 
at a period when Heaven has given me a full evi- 
dence of the truths I confessed, and set the vanity 
of human hopes in the clearest demonstration be- 
fore me. One would think I should now, if ever, 
find it easy to moralize on these subjects, and act 
the philosopher from mere necessity, if not from 
virtue. 

Were the case your*s, or any body's but my own, 
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how many wise things should I repeat ! how flu- 
ently could I talk I so much more easy is it to 
dictate ilun to practise : and yet I am reasonable 
by intervals i I am in more than name a Chrisdan: 
in some bright periods I feel the force of that pro- 
fession, and pay homage to its sacred rules. A 
heavenly ray scatters my grief, and cheers my soul 
with divine consolations The gay and the gloomy I 
appearances of mortal things vanish before the 
gleams of celestial light. Immortal pleasaresi with 
gentle invitationSf call me to the skieSf and all my 
thoughts ascend. 

But how short my triumph ! how easy the tran- 
sition from reason to madness ! Of what surprising 
variety is a human mind capable ! Light and dark- 
ness, heavtn and hell, seem blended withip : it is 
all chaos and wild disorder. That reason which 
one moment relieves me, the next seems with a 
just train of ideas to torment me. 

Sre there, all pule and dead »hc lyci; 
For ever flow my streaming eyes. 
Fly Hymen, with extinj^u sh'd fires; 
Fly nuptial blisi, and chaste destrci: 
£rmlnia'8 fled, the loveliest mind, 
aith, Sweetness, Wit, tojjethcr jbinM. 

Dwelt Faith, and Wit, and Sweetness there? 
Oh, view the change, and drop a tear, 

Adieu. 
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LETTER XX. 

To Ltcidas. 
My Dear Lycidas, 

There are seasons when the mind dilates itself« 
and, sensible of its own grandeur, breaks through 
the limits of thi« lower creation in search of some 
unknown and yet untasted pleasures *, this is my 
jprescnt disposition. The wide limits of the sky 
have nothing to entertain me : Nature seems ex- 
hausted and indigent ; should she uncover her 
golden mines, or disclose the ruby sparkling in its 
bed, let her open the veins of sapphire, and show 
the diamond glittering on its native rock. — I have 
no avarice of this kind ; the orient clouds that now 
adorn the morning sky, could I reach them, would 
be a more substantial treasure — Appear, ye fair- 
est blandishments of sense, though lovely as the 
daughters of Eden, your allurements would now 
be lost. — Let Sensuality appear in all her charms, 
the Persian delicacy, and the Roman pride : — Let 
the pageantry of state, the triumphs lost in long 
oblivion put on airy formsv and pass in their vi- 
sionary splendour before me ; in my present situa- 
tion, methinks I could despise them all. These 
scenes would be but tiresome repetitions •, for they 
arc no novelties to my active imagination. Cleo- 
patra's expensive vanity, and Pom^c^'^ ^'^'^i "^"^^ 
familiar themes to my luxuti^iivl tawc^^ 'Wy£vt^^- 
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scriptions rather tire than delight me. Even the 
magnificence of the starry arch, the splendid struc- 
ture of the univcrbC, I now survey with indolence : 
I grow impatient to see a new and brighter scene 
appear : when these old heavens and antiquated 
earth shall put off their perishable forms, and 
stand dressed in immortal beauty and undecaying 
excellence. Blessed period ! why art thou so long 
delayed ! Oh stretch thy shining wings, and come 
away ! Mend thy pace, old lazy Time, and shake 
thy slow- paced sands ! Make shorter circles, ye 
rolling Planets ! Thou lingering Sun, how long 
wilt thou travel the celestial road ! when shall thy 
radiant walk be finished I when will the great an- 
gel arrest ihee in thy progress, and swear by him 
that made heaven and earth, the sea, and all that 
is therein, that Time shall be ho more ! 

My impatient soul springs forward to salute the 
happy period, and anticipates the promised joy." 

Great Nature then, through all her diflPrent works. 
Shall be transformed ; the earth, and those gay skies. 
Shall be no more the .same; a brighter scene 
Succeeds ; and Paradise, in all its charms. 
Shall be rencw'd ; but far its bliss improv'd,. 
Fitted for minds to whom the Mighty Maker 
Shall give the glorious virion of his face 
Unvcil'd, and smiling with eternal love. 

Here let me dwell, nor turn one careless loolt 
On yonder hated vjoiXd;— Y\Mt\e. ti\t. ^t\wk 
Tull draughts oC bW&s, ^ivdV^^iOtvtVu ttv$\ts\^wi^ 
O/ Lfe and joy -j—licrt \a ttv<i ^uV\ wx^^^^vwy 
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It cannot be I— Mortality returns ! 
Ye radiant Skies, adieu!— Ye starry world*, 
] mubt fulfil my day, and wait the hour. 
That brings eternal liberty and rest. 

My native element prevails, and I must return 
to my original earth again ^ but 1 believe you are 
not overjoyed at this event 5 you could have re- 
signed me to the skies in your present disposition. 
An earthly amour sterns to engross your affec- 
tion } and I should much more have obliged you by 
a discourse of mortal charms than of celestial at- 
tachments y but you must excuse me, my mind is 
in a position too sublime and delicate for these ter- 
rene nymphs ; as fair as your mistress is^ you have 
no rival in me -, at this instant I am all for the im- 
mortals. 

Oh, ye fair Objects, ye untainted springs. 

Of ev'iy excellence that charms the sense 

Ye native Beauties, ye primaeval Sweets, 

That blossom in the skies ; but for the hopes 

Of these pure entertainments after death. 

My soul would joyfully give up its claim 

To an immortal state. For what is life. 

Reason, and these capacities of bliss, 

If lost on toys ! No, I have nobler aims, 

Desires unbounded by these narrow skies. 

These gaudy, flying, transit»ry scenes ; 

tccrnal glories, and enchanting beauties ] 

Next time 1 see you, on condition you will let 
ire laugh, you shall talk of loves ^i^^ ^Vcc^-s.^ Vsnr.'^ 
lad rosesj Hdttics and dait8> liil c\\w\\\A^<i ^^^ 
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his last summons to the phantoms and fairies to 
disappear* 

Cleriuont. 

LETTER XXL 

To the Earl of * * * • 

My Lord, 
I AM just recovered of the wound I received In 
the duel which you with so much reason and htt« 
manity, endeavoured to prevent. I think myself 
now under an obligation to own the justice and 
force of your Lordship's arguments, and to retract 
whatever I said in defence of such an inhuman 
practice. It was frenzy that made me reject the 
advice of one who had so true a notion of honour, 
and wliose courage had been so gloriously employ- 
ed in the cause of liberty, and the protestant suc- 
cession. 

You told me what the event of tliis mad adven- 
ture would be j that instead of defending 1 should 
expose my sister's innocence to the public censure. 
It is too late for me to wish 1 had been guided by 
your generous and friendly admonitions, which, 
for the future, will wear the stamp of infallibility 
on them ; nor can 1 propose to myself a nobler ex- 
ample than youT Lordship's, in every part of hu- 
man life •) the gcViaou^viu^vA^^^\u.\^^\V>k'^'5i^^ 
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and affectionate parent, appear in their proper 
lustre. — ^Virtue, with a superior excellence, shines 
in your character, and enforces li€t precepts with 
resistless eloquence. 

The review of your conduct is a severe reproach 
to my own : I shall never reflect on my late ridi* 
culous exploit without confusion. Whatever bra« 
very I affected, I was conscious of the most slavish 
fear in the midst of my insolent flights of vanity % 
deliberate guilt hung heavy on my soul \ 1 spent 
the night before the bloody assignation in anguish 
which no words can express ; infernal visiona 
haunted my imagination \ the caverns of nighty 
the joyless abodes, disclosed their terrors to my 
distracted fancy. 

But so entirely was I governed by the maxims 
of the licentious part of the world, that with great 
gallantry I challenged my own ruin, and bid defi* 
ance to death and damnation ; exposing myself to 
all the horrors, dreadful to reason and nature, to 
avoid the imputation of cowardice. 

So tyrannical a thing is custom, that it is neces- 
sary, to ask the world forgiveness for presuming to 
be reasonable creatures. People are often com- 
pelled to be mad in their own defence, and to act 
against their reason to avoid being singular. It is 
hard, indeed, that the caprice of mankind should 
expect an apology from the few that are wiser than 
the rest, for being a Wake atid iuthtvi \\^\.^\t 
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that they should be forced to excuse themselves for 
keeping their eyes open, and having penetration e- 
nough to foresee a distant danger, and so mach 
discretion as to avoid it. 

A man resolved to le;ip from a precipice mighti 
with a better assurance, ridicule his companions 
for not promising to follow him, and more justlf 
reproach them with cowardice, for refusing to break 
their necks, than these men of honour can upbraid i 
person for not complying with their rules of valoor 
at the expence of his life and all his hopes of future 
happiness. • If my generous adversary had not 
spared my life when it lay at his mercy, (while raj^ 
salvation depended on that important moment) in- 
stead of givin;^ you this penitent relation, I had 
been now cursing my own folly under the weight 
€f eternal infamy. 

Your Lordship's, &c. ^ 

Antonio. 

LETTER XXII. 

To Valerius, from an English merchant ; giving an 
account of the adventures of bis voyage, 

I AM at last saftly arrived in Holland, and have 
taken the lirst opportunity to give you a relation 
of the adventures that detained me so long in fo- 
reign ccuntnes. 
Ill my retuTu hom'iv<t\xv^v^'^\V'^^'i'atsv."^-iS^i» 
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I With a Spanish merchant •, which while I was ma- 
' naging in one of their sea-ports, there came in a 
Spanish corsair, who had taken a rich Turkish 
prize, with several Turks and Moors prisoners^ 
whodd he oiFered to sale as slaves. I never had a« 
By traffic of this kind, from any view of interest y 
but, ifirom a motive of compassion, I had purchased 
liberty for many a miserable wretch, to whom I 
gavejfreedom the moment I paid his ransom. 
^ »^i|ong the captives newly taken, there was one 
j^^ITtuished by the richness of his habit, ;and more 
tj! t^f gracefulness of his port. He drew all my 
attention ; of which he appeared sensible, and still 
directed his looks to me. Our souls seemed to 
gtfiet one another, as if their intimacy had been of 

I a long standing, and commenced in some pre- ex- 
igent period. There was something in the air of 
this young stranger superior to adversity, and yet 
3ensiU€^.of the present disadvantage of his fate ;. 
while I felt for him an emotion, soft as the ties of 
nature, and could not but impute it to the secret 
faipression of some intelligent power, which was 
leading me to a height of generosity beyond my 
•wn iiitcntion, and, by an impulse of virtue on my 
iouJ, directing it to the accomplishment of some 

(distant and unknown design of Providence. The 
heavenly instigation came with a prevailing force^ 
»nd I couJd not but obey its dicUtt«i%^ 
The price set on this captiYC N?^ tlttv 
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high, and such as would be a vast disadvantage to 
my present affairs to part with. However, I lis- 
tened to the gentle monitor within, and paid the 
corsair his full demands. 

As soon as I had conducted the youth to my 
lodgings, I told him he was from that moment free; 
the price I had paid was for his friendship and ii- 
terty. 

" Then you have confined me,*' replied the gen- 
tle stranger, " by the most lasting engagements. 
** 1 might have broke through any other restraint; 
•* but 1 am now your voluntary slave, ai)d (fare 
♦* trust you with a secret yet unknown to the Spa- 
** niards. My name is Orramel, the only son of 
** a wealthy Bassa in Constantinople ; and you may 
** demand what you will for my ransom." 

** You will soon be convinced," said I, " there 
*^ was no mercenary intention in this action. The 
** amity I have for you is noble and disinterested; 
" it was kindled by a celestial spark, an emanation 
*^ from the divine Clemency, and terminates in no- 
** thing below your immortal happiness. And 
*^ were you inclined to examine those sacred truths 
*^ which would lead you to that felicity, and to 
** share my fortune in a free and happy nation, the 
** wealth of the Indies should not buy you from 
^* my affections *. Wt \i \x. x's* >iovit choice to return 
'^ to the customs wAxOi\'£^^xv ol ^Q>ix ^^xi.-sw.v^^^js^ 
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** are abselutely free, without attending any terms 
** for your release." 

With a friendly, but dejected look, he told me, 
it was impossible for him to dispense with his filial 
obligations to an indulgent parent ; but he posi- 
tively refused his freedom, till he had given intelli- 
gence, and received an answer from his father ; 
which he soon had, with a carte blanche to me, on 
which I might make my own demands for his son*s 
ransom. I returned it with no other terms, but 
the liberty of all the Christian slaves he had in his , 
possession ^ hoping, by this disinterested conduct^ 
to leave a conviction on the mind of my young 
friend in favour of Christianity. He could per- 
suade me to receive nothing but some little present, 
and left me with an apparent concern. 

It was some months after he was gone, before t 
could finish my negociations in Spaing but as soon as 
they were dispatched, I embarked for Holland. Wc 
had not been a week at sea before the ship was ta- 
ken by an Algerine pirate, and all the men in it car- 
ried to Constantinople, to be sold as slaves. My lot 
fell to a master from whom I was like to find most 
barbarous treatment; however, I was resolved to en- 
dure my bondage, till I could give intelligence to 
jny friends in England to procure my ransom. I 
was fixed to this, that no hardship should reduce 
me to give Orramcl an account of di&tress, till I 
V 2 
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was again in circumstances not to need his kind- 
ness, nor expect a retaliation of my own. 

But Heaven had kinder intentions by bringing 
me into this adversity, nor left me long, without 
redress. As I was talking in a public place, to one 
of my fellow-slaves, Orramel came by. He pas. 
sed beyond me ; but instantly returning, looked on 
me with great attention, till some melting sorrow 
dropped from his eyes : when, making inquiry of 
some that were near, to whom I belonged, and be- 
ing informed, without speaking a word to me, he 
flew to my new master, paid his demand for my 
ransom, and immediately conducted me to hia 
house, where he welcomed me, with the warmest 
marks of affection. He spoke — ^he paused — and 
was in the greatest perplexity, to find language 
suitable to the sentiments of his soul. 

*' My brother !" said he, "my friend ! — or if 
^^ there are more sacred ties in nature or virtue, 
*' let me call you by some gentler appellation ! we 
** are now united by the bands of celestial amity, 
*' one in the same holy faith, and hopes of a glo- 
" rious immortality. Your charity rescued me 
** from a worse than Spanish slavery, from the 
** bondage of vice and superstition j your conduct 
•* banished my prejudices to the Christian name, 
** and made way for the entrance of those heaven- 
** ly truths to which I now assest. But this is a 
«' secret even to my own domestics j and whether 
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** such a caution is criminal, I am not yet able to 
** determine." 

With what rapture, what attention, did I- listen 
to this language I I blessed the accents that told 
me my friend, my Orramel, had embraced the 
Christian faith. An angel's song would have been 
less melodious. I looked upward, and, with a 
greateful elevation of mind, gave the glory to the 
supreme Disposer of all human events* The in* 
stinct was from above, that first moved me to ran- 
som this young captive : thence was the spring of 
my compassion : it would be vanity, it would be 
the most criminal arrogance, not to ascribe this ac- 
tion to the assisting Deity. 

The illustrious Orramel made it his joy, his stu^ 
dy, to evidence his affection. He told me his fa- 
ther died since we parted in Spain ; and that he 
had left five daughters, which he had by several of 
his wives. He offered me the choice of his sisters^, 
if I had any thoughts of marriage, and promised 
her a dowery with her to my own content. One 
of them, he said, was privately bred a Christian,^. 
by her mother, a beautiful women of Armenia. I 
was pleased with the proposal, and impatient to 
see my fair mistress. In the mean time he made 
me a present of several rich habits^ and two ne- 
groes to attend me. 

The next day he conducted me to a fair sum- 
mer-bou^ej whither he sent for his Asters > wh9 




LETTERS, &c. 

I all so handsome, tW I was distressed w 

iy own liberty^ nor knew where to chuse, h 

lot a principle of piety determined to the you 

bmenian \ who was not superior in beauty to I 

rest, but tliere \vas a decorum in her behavic 

Lwhich the others wanted. She had more of i 

umodesty and politeness of the European wonii 

to whom you know I was always partial. 1 

choice was fixed j and the more I conversed w 

jny fair mistress, the more reason I found to J 

prove it. Wc were privately married by a ch 

Jain belonging to the British envoy. My generi 

friend gave her a fortune, which abundantly 

paid all my losses-, and, after a prosperous voya 

I am safely landed in Hollands 

I have sent you this lelation} as a memorial 
my gratitude to Heaven j whose clemency has 
turned me more than measure for measure, s 
largely rpcompenfed that liberality it first inspir 

Adie 
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